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CAROLYN FACED BARNABAS DEFIANTLY. 

“I WONT LET YOU TOUCH HER. I WONT!” 

Suddenly Barnabas bared his fangs and bent over her 

neck. Carolyn gasped, surrendered. 

For a moment Willie looked on in frozen horror as 

Barnabas held her in the vampire embrace. Then he 

ran forward and began hammering on Barnabas’ back. 

“Stop it! Stop it!” he shouted. 

Barnabas straightened, dropping Carolyn to the floor, 

and slashed Willie viciously across the face, gillie 

staggered back, his cut lip streaming blood. “You were 

going to kill her. You were!” 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Dark storm clouds had started to form over Collinsport 
Bay in the late afternoon. Now there was a sullen, menac¬ 
ing quiet in the night air, unusual for June. The stillness 
combined with an eerie darkness to give the impression 
of something ominously threatening which was close at 
hand. And then the storm broke with a fury and intensity 
rare in that part of Maine. Serpent’s tongues of forked 
lightning streaked across the black sky, accompanied by 
terrifying outbursts of thunder. 

And as the lightning lit the sky it showed the grim, 
spectral outline of the forty room mansion of Collinwood. 
The blazing blue forks played about the tall black chim¬ 
neys of the old house as they reached up into the dark¬ 
ness like greedy phantom arms. Electric power had not 
been cut off by the storm as yet and so at scattered win¬ 
dows of the sprawling building set high on the cliffs there 
showed yellow squares of light. 

The natural violence the storm created outside was 
matched by the storm of emotions inside the mansion, 
which kept most of its inhabitants in a constant state of 
turmoil. One of those who felt the strain of living in 
the house of many legends was Maggie Evans, pretty 
young governess to David Collins. She had come to the 
estate to take charge of Roger Collins’ ten-year-old son 
and remained there because of her fondness for the boy 
and the link she’d begun to feel with the Collins 
family and the area. 

The thunder was so loud it seemed to make the solid 
walls of the ancient house tremble as Maggie entered 
her room on an upper floor of Collinwood. The expres¬ 
sion on her attractive face was troubled, for only a short 
time before the storm began she’d had to chastise David. 
Now she was unable to find him anywhere. 
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As she came into the dimly lighted room she caught 
sight of a note on her bed. Feeling a tightening of her 
emotions, she quickly crossed over and picked it up. 

She frowned as she read the note written in red ink 
in David’s familiar childish scrawl: “It’s all your fault. 
You’ll be sorry.” Then she lowered the note as a shadow 
of concern crossed her pretty face. David had a strange, 
moody disposition for a young boy. She was never sure 
what wild dramatic gesture he might decide to make. 

She tucked the note in a pocket of her plain dress and 
quickly left her own room. She went out into the hallway 
and headed directly for David’s door. It was closed when 
she reached it and she hesitated for just a moment. 

Then in a taut voice she called, “David?” 
There was no reply so she opened the door just as 

a frightening blaze of lightning illuminated the dark 
room. She hesitated, then walked in. Seeing no one in the 
room, she went directly to the closet and quickly opened 
the door. There was no one there. She stood there in 
the shadows for a moment as a deep sigh escaped her 
lips. Every second added to her tension. She was really 
beginning to be concerned about the boy. 

She went downstairs as the storm continued. Reaching 
the gloomy first floor corridor she turned left and walked 
a distance down the murky corridor to the open door 
of the card room. Hesitating, she saw the austere, fortyish 
Roger Collins seated in an arm chair before the fireplace. 
He was sipping brandy and reading from an elaborately 
bound volume which she recognized as one of his valuable 
collector’s editions of Proust. He was so absorbed in his 
reading that he at first took no notice of her. 

Maggie stood there trying to decide whether to tell him 
that David was missing. He wouldn’t like to be inter¬ 
rupted, but . . . yes, he should be told. She moved on 
into the room. 

Sensing her presence at last, he looked up and lowered 
his book. 

Regarding her sternly, he asked, “Yes, Miss Evans? 
Something I can do for you?” 

Impulsively she changed her mind and decided not to 
worry him until she was sure something had happened 
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to his son. Roger Collins was easily upset and she had 
no wish to bother him needlessly. 

She faltered, “No, nothing, Mr. Collins.” 
She lingered there just a moment longer as he regarded 

her with surprise at the needless intrusion. She turned 
and quickly went back into the hallway. It wasn’t difficult 
to imagine the look of disgust he probably had on his 
face as he took another sip of his favorite brandy and 
returned to his reading. 

Now in a fever of anxiety to find the boy, Maggie 
hurried up the broad stairway again and halfway up 
encountered Daphne Budd, a pleasant young woman who 
was Elizabeth Stoddard’s secretary. Daphne was carry¬ 
ing several rather heavy ledger books as they confronted 
each other. 

Maggie at once asked, “Daphne, have you seen David?” 
The other girl said, “No.” 
“He’s not with Mrs. Stoddard?” 
“No. I just left her room,” Daphne said. And she con¬ 

tinued on down the stairs. 
Maggie glanced upward as an idea came to her. She 

thought she knew where the young renegade might be 
hiding despite the storm. And with a sigh she started a 
journey to the upper floors of Collinwood. Along the 
way she equipped herself with a flashlight and then she 
went directly up to the tower room. Opening its door 
slowly she beamed the flashlight on the inner darkness 
and the stairs. Suddenly she heard a furtive sound. 

She cried, “David, if you’re hiding up there, please 
come down!” 

The thunder and the lightning came again with fury 
which seemed worse in this upper area of the old man¬ 
sion. As she mounted the tower room stairs, a sharp 
blaze of lightning illuminated her face, startling her and 
giving her a ghastly look. She braced herself against her 
fears and shone the flashlight around the room as an¬ 
other deafening roar of thunder came. 

As it rumbled away she again called, “David?” in a 
frightened voice. 

There was no response, just the sound of teeming rain 
outside. She investigated the ancient, dusty room with her 
flashlight. It scanned wooden packing boxes, stacked 
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with piles of mildewed books, grotesquely ugly old pieces 
of furniture staring at her like aged ghosts, flanked by 
other murky shapes and shadows which cried out of the 
supernatural. 

“David!” She called out again, annoyance in her tone 
now. But there was no reply. With a look of exasperation 
on her pretty face she turned and left the tower room. 

During the time it took her to return to her own room 
she did a lot of hasty thinking. Whatever the boy had 
done, he’d deliberately acted to annoy and upset her. In 
spite of the affection she’d lavished on him, he could 
turn on her viciously if he decided he was being abused. 
And being chastised often was the same as being abused 
in his young mind. 

Entering her own room she put down the flashlight 
and went over to stare out the window. It was raining 
very hard now; she doubted if he had ventured outside 
into the thunder storm. But he had to be somewhere. And 
then it came to her—so clearly that she was puzzled she 
hadn’t thought of it before. She was almost certain about 
the place he’d chosen to hide. 

Expectantly she crossed to the closet door of her own 
room. How cunning of him! To hide right under her nose 
so it would be the last place she’d seek him. She turned 
the knob of the closet door and swung it open. The 
lightning blazed in through the window at the same in¬ 
stant in which she screamed. 

And she went on screaming—for she was staring at 
the shadow of a boy’s body hanging in the closet. She 
forced herself to take a dose look at the horrifying sight 
and made sure that it was David. From the way his 
body hung it seemed certain his neck had been broken. 

Maggie ran from the room and down the hall scream¬ 
ing. She was pressing on in a dazed panic when the black 
uniformed figure of a dour woman came down the 
third floor stairs to halt and study her with amazement. 
It was Mrs. Johnson, the housekeeper at Collinwood. 

The housekeeper demanded, “Maggie! What is it?” 
Maggie tried to gain control of herself as she managed, 

“In my room! Horrible!” 
The housekeeper frowned. “What is the matter with 

you, Maggie? What is it?” 
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“David,” she said in what was a dry, croaking tone, 
“David!” 

And she wheeled around and began leading the house¬ 
keeper to her room as Roger suddenly appeared, no 
doubt drawn to the scene by, the sound of her screams. 
Before she could explain anything there was another new¬ 
comer in the person of Elizabeth Stoddard, Roger’s sister, 
as she emerged from her door along the same corridor 
with a questioning look on her matronly, lovely face. 

Elizabeth asked, “What was all the screaming about?” 
“That’s what I want to know,” Roger declared testily. 
Maggie swallowed hard as he paused to say, “Mr. 

Collins! It’s David!” 
Elizabeth replied first, “What about David, Maggie?” 
Near hysteria, Maggie cried out, “He’s dead! He’s 

dead!” 
Elizabeth and Roger exchanged shocked glances and 

then they joined Maggie and the housekeeper in a swift 
movement to her room. They rushed into the room with 
Roger Collins in the lead. He halted and stared around 
him seeing nothing. Then he shot Maggie an angry look. 

“What the devil are you talking about?” he demanded. 
Maggie knew Roger to often be quick-tempered and 

unreasonable. But she ignored his anger and felt sym¬ 
pathy instead for the terrible shock which was to come. 
Conscious of the staring faces of the others as they 
waited for her explanation, she pointed to the closet. 

“There! In the closet!” she managed. 
Roger scowled. “In the closet?” 
“We—we had an argument about his homework, he 

became angry,” she said brokenly. 
There was another sharp flash of lightning as Roger 

glared at her. Then he moved across to the closet and 
opened it. Elizabeth and Mrs. Johnson had followed him 
and were also gazing into the closet. And they all turned 
to her with questioning expressions on their faces. For 
the closet was empty! There was no sign of David’s 
broken body hanging there. 

Maggie stared at the empty closet, unable to understand 
what it meant. She felt their eyes bore into her, but was 
too confused to offer any explanation. 
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Roger said sternly, “I don’t know what you expected 
us to see, Miss Evans. It must be clear to you as it is 
to all the rest of us that the closet is empty.” 

Distressed, Maggie gasped, “He was hanging there!” 
They moved aside as she went to stare into the closet 
and shook her head. She turned to them, wide-eyed with 
terror at the memory of it. “I tell you he was!” 

It was the dour Mrs. Johnson who gazed at her with 
some disdain to say, “It was one of David’s tricks. That’s 
what it was.” 

“No!” Maggie murmured unhappily. 
Elizabeth regarded her with some sympathy. “He can 

be a cruel little boy when he likes.” 
Maggie still couldn’t believe that she’d been tricked 

so easily by the boy. “I was so worried about him,” she 
said. “And the storm made it all seem worse.” 

Roger was in one of his cold moods. He gave Eliza¬ 
beth a significant glance. “I think, dear sister, that Miss 
Evans needs a vacation. Obviously her nerves have 
gotten the better of her.” Ajnd he began to march out of 
the room. 

Astonished, Maggie asked, “Aren’t you even going to 
go look for him?” 

He turned to her in his acid way. “No. And if you do, 
don’t come running to me with any more tall tales.” 
And he went on out. 

Maggie turned to Elizabeth. “I’m still worried about 
David,” she said. 

Elizabeth and the housekeeper exchanged knowing 
looks. Then Elizabeth said, “It will be all right. He’ll 
look for him.” 

Maggie was hurt and embarrassed. And when the 
other two women left her she paced uneasily in her 
room. In spite of Elizabeth’s assurance she still had 
doubts that he’d bother to look for his errant son. And 
even though young David had made her seem a fool and 
might have threatened her job as governess, she was still 
devoted to him. 

She felt her responsibility extended to the moment 
when he was found. So after a short deliberation she 
went to the window and saw that the storm didn’t seem 
nearly so bad. Throwing a rain cape over her shoulders, 
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she rushed from the room and down the stairs to seek 
David in the night. 

Of course it proved a nasty task. The thunder and 
lightning returned along with intervals of heavy rain. She 
looked everywhere she felt the boy might be hiding and 
finally reached the stables. Going through the archway 
on the drive, she went to the stable door, opened it and 
went inside. 

The pungent odor of the stables and its near darkness 
made her uneasy. She’d felt safer outside in the storm than 
in this place of menacing shadows. This was the domain 
of Willie Loomis, a peculiar, coarse-faced handyman 
whom she didn’t understand and whom she feared. But 
on this urgent mission she had no right to weigh her 
own fears. So she crossed to the stairs which led to 
Willie’s living quarters in the stable. “Willie! Willie 
Loomis!” 

There was no answer. Deciding that Willie must be off 
somewhere, she turned to leave. Suddenly a figure jumped 
out at her from the darkness. She screamed as a burst 
of insane laughter came from the lips of the ugly Willie 
Loomis. 

“Willie!” she cried, moving from him. 
Leering, he came after her. “What’s the matter, 

Maggie? I scare you?” And he reached out in a clumsy 
attempt to grasp her by the shoulders. 

She drew back. “Don’t you touch me, Willie! How 
many times have I told you? Don’t you touch me!” 

He continued attempting to paw her. “Aw, c’mon, 
Maggie, you know you like it. Why else you here?” 

“I’m here to find David.” 
“I ain’t seen him,” the handyman said with a shifty 

look on his coarse face. 
“Thank you,” she said. “That’s all I wanted to know.” 

And she turned to leave. 
He came closer to her. “Maggie, c’mon. I didn’t mean 

it. Don’t go!” 
“I’ve no time to talk, Willie. I’m going to find David.” 
“Forget David!” And*he reached out for her again and 

this time he managed to grab her. 
She tried to escape him. “Please!” 
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“No, wait!” Willie urged. “Look at this! Look!” And he 
took out a very ancient looking piece of paper. He con¬ 
tinued eagerly, “I found this in an old book. It’s where 
the missing jewels are!” 

“Oh, please, Willie!” she protested. 
He peered at her with bright-eyed madness. “No, I 

swear, please listen!” And then he began to read: “The 
three Graces spin—high above. The Lion’s Head looks 
down at the dove. And in the womb beneath the hill, 
The secret fire glows bright and still.” As he finished he 
looked up at her again with loutish delight. 

Maggie was repulsed by him. “Willie, you’re drunk!” 
she said with disgust, and turned to go. 

Willie followed her and whined, “No, you don’t under¬ 
stand. That’s where they are. As soon as I figure it out, 
just think of the money, Maggie. I’ll cut you in.” 

The wheedling tone of the handyman was interrupted 
as a familiar voice cried out, “Loomis!” Maggie looked 
and saw that it was Roger who had arrived and was 
standing there enraged. 

Willie looked at his employer with some resentment. 
“Yes, sir.” 

“Loomis, go upstairs and get your flashlight,” Roger 
snapped. “You are going to look for David.” 

“He’s your kid. Look for him yourself,” was Willie’s 
sullen retort. 

Roger’s aristocratic face first revealed shock and then 
fresh anger. Very quietly, he said, “All right, Loomis, 
you can pick up your pay in the morning.” 

Maggie turned to their employer with concern. “Mr. 
Collins!” she exclaimed. 

As Willie began to leave he passed Roger Collins and 
looked at him with contempt. He said, “All right. I’ll 
pick up my pay in the morning.” He went through the 
open doorway and then turned to add meaningfully, “But 
I’ll pick up a lot more, too, before then.” 

Willie gave Roger Collins a final glance of hatred before 
he moved off into the night. Roger’s face had gone pale 
and Maggie could tell the scene had shaken him badly. 
Yet she couldn’t feel too sympathetic for the irascible, 
stern head of the Collins clan. Roger stood there staring 
after the vanished Willie for a moment. 
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She finally broke the silence. “You didn’t have to 
fire him.” 

He gave her a sharp glance. “I prefer to make my own 
decisions without outside help.” 

Maggie said, “I’m sorry.” 
“You should be,” Roger told her acidly. “Your attitude 

leaves much to be desired.” 
She was hurt by his manner and the things he’d said. 

“You’ve been against me ever since I came here,” she 
said with resignation. 

His cold eyes searched her face. “Then why do you 
stay?” 

“That’s a question I’m beginning to ask myself, Mr. 
Collins. Quite frequently.” Having spoken these words 
with some defiance she started for the door. She halted 
to turn and add, “I’m going to the old house to look 
for David. Would you like to come with me?” 

Roger’s face was a mask of grim annoyance. “No, 
Miss Evans, I would not.” 

She gazed at him in utter astonishment. “You are in¬ 
credible, Mr. Collins,” she said in a reproachful tone. And 
as she turned to go she was aware of his reaction of 
speechless rage. 

Meanwhile in the family graveyard of Collinwood a 
macabre drama was taking place. The rain had stopped, 
though there was still an occasional rumble of thunder in 
the distance. At first glance the dark, gloomy cemetery 
with its array of gravestones and mausoleums appeared to 
be deserted. Suddenly, through the trees, a shadowy dis¬ 
tant figure emerged from the blackness, carrying a flash¬ 
light. As he moved through the field of tombstones the 
sudden flash of lightning revealed that it was Willie 
Loomis. 

He paused before a mausoleum with the ancient sheet 
of paper in his hand and flashed his light on the tomb. 
The beam of the flashlight followed the marble facade of 
the pediment which topped the mausoleum. And outlined 
clearly there were the Three Graces. 

A light of triumph brightened Willie’s ugly face as he 
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recited from the sheet, “The Three Graces spin high 
above.” 

With a grunt of satisfaction he ran to the iron gate of 
the mausoleum and entered. At once he lost most of his 
courage. To be in this dank, cob webbed place of the dead 
was awesome, even for the normally callous handyman. 
Hesitantly directing the beam of his flashlight, he saw two 
marble caskets in the center of the room. Willie gazed 
at the caskets uneasily, his loose mouth working nervously. 
He was terrified of the dead and this resting place of 
corpses. Suppose a ghost should appear and accost him? 

Trying to stifle this frightening thought, he concen¬ 
trated on the poem and its hidden meaning. He aimed the 
flashlight at the wall with the individual vaults. High above 
the door was carved a stone dove. 

Willie’s eyes glittered. “The Lion’s head watches the 
dove,” he murmured, trying to fit the poem to the place 
he was in. 

Quickly he shifted the flashlight’s beam to the opposite 
wall. And he gasped as he saw the lion’s head—the lion’s 
head with a ring in its mouth, exactly as the doggerel 
had described. 

Willie was all eagerness now. He went over the poem, 
“And in the womb beneath the hill, The secret fire glows 
bright and still.” 

It was baffling for his slow brain. He frowned and 
shook his head, not knowing what to do. He began to 
walk around restlessly and finally came to a standstill by 
the wall. He stared at the lion’s head and the ring once 
more. Reaching out he touched it. To his surprise it 
moved! He pulled the ring out of the lion’s mouth and 
with a haunting, creaking noise the wall began to move. 
The wall was a secret door which he had opened by 
accident. A lucky accident! 

Now Willie was faced with another test of his courage, 
a quality in which he was sadly lacking. A frightened 
look on his face once more, he peered into the darkness 
of the secret room. He shone the flashlight in, almost with 
reluctance, as he poised himself ready to flee from what¬ 
ever terrors the world of shadows might reveal to him. 

It was not an imposing place, this secret room. The 
only object his flashlight brought out for him was a very 

14 



ancient coffin on a marble stand. And weirdly, the dust- 
ridden casket was criss-crossed with heavy chains. 

Willie began venturing into the secret room, keeping 
the beam of his flashlight on the surface of the ancient 
coffin. His mind was working rapidly now and his thoughts 
showed on his face. Greed was there along with a cer¬ 
tain shrewdness. He had decided the jewels must be in 
the casket. Someone had hidden them in there and this 
explained why the coffin had been so thoroughly bound 
with chains. 

Moving to the casket, he crouched by it and touched 
the chains. They were very secure. Annoyance came to 
shadow his greedy expression. This was a hindrance to 
his finding the treasure—but only a minor one. He’d been 
wise enough to bring a crowbar witn him. 

Now he inserted the crowbar under the chains and be¬ 
gan working to snap them. They were stronger than they 
looked. He exerted all his strength and beads of perspira¬ 
tion began to show at his temples. Still the chains endured. 
He tried again, straining, his face contorted with the effort 
of it. Then they suddenly snapped and fell clattering to 
the floor, slithering down to rest like iron snakes. 

Willie gasped and stared at the casket nervously. The 
moment of high tension had arrived. He began to reach 
out and fumble with the coffin lid. He went about it 
cautiously, trembling with fear and anticipation. He slowly 
raised the lid of the ancient coffin and then stared inside 
it, hoping to find the jewels. What he did discover made 
him freeze with horror as he gazed down into the casket. 

Elizabeth made her way down the corridor of the 
first floor of Collinwood to the office where her secretary, 
Daphne Budd, was still at work, though it was rather late 
at night. Some discrepancies in accounts had come up 
which had to be checked and corrected before the end of 
the month. Elizabeth seemed troubled. 

It had been a tiring evening at the old mansion. And 
David had made things worse with his unfortunate prank. 
Maggie, in trying to do her job well, had incurred Roger’s 
anger. Elizabeth hoped the pretty governess would think 
twice and not take Roger seriously. She did not want to 
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lose Maggie. Help was hard to come by in an isolated 
rural area like Collinsport—especially educated help, of 
the kind which Maggie represented. 

All these things troubled Elizabeth along with her con¬ 
cern about getting her ledgers properly balanced in time. 
This had meant keeping Daphne late. And though Daphne 
was a pleasant girl and a willing worker, it was asking a 
lot of her. 

Elizabeth entered the office off the first floor corridor 
and moved across to the desk where the girl was seated 
working on the books. Daphne at once rose as Elizabeth 
entered. 

The girl asked, “Mrs. Stoddard, will it be all right if I 
come in a little late tomorrow?” 

“Of course,” she said. “Take the day off if you want.” 
“Too much work to do. Along with everything else, 

the first of the month’s bills will be coming in.” She 
moved to the door. 

Elizabeth suggested, “Do let me send you home in a 
car.” 

Daphne said, “Thanks, but I’d rather walk.” 
“You’re sure?” Elizabeth worried. 
The girl nodded. “Yes. It will help clear my head.” 
“I hope the storm has ended,” Elizabeth said. “I 

wouldn’t want you to be caught in the rain.” 
“I’d say the most of it was over,” Daphne said. “There’s 

still a little thunder now and then but I’m sure it won’t 
amount to anything.” 

“It was a bad storm,” Elizabeth said. 
The girl smiled. “I know. I had a hard time keeping 

my mind on the books. I’ve probably made some mis¬ 
takes.” 

“I doubt it,” Elizabeth said. “At any rate you’ve worked 
far too long and don’t worry about being on time in the 
morning.” 

She walked with Daphne to the door and saw that while 
it was very dark out the storm seemed to be over. They 
exchanged goodnights and Elizabeth shut the door. 

By this time Daphne was walking along the drive. 
Normally she wasn’t afraid of dark, but the storm had 
put her nerves on edge. And whether she cared to admit 
it to herself, there was something about the spooky 
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atmosphere of the old mansion of Collinwood which al¬ 
ways upset her. There were so many blood-curdling tales 
about the old house and its history. 

There was an ominous rumble of thunder and she 
stopped and looked up at the sky. There was nothing in 
that vast canopy of blackness to reassure her. She began 
walking again, this time a little faster. But she’d only 
gone a short distance when the distant howling of a dog 
jangled her nerves further. She began to regret not accept¬ 
ing Elizabeth’s generous offer of a ride home. 

She was nearing the main gates of Collinwood and 
walking rapidly to reach the lighted main road, running 
parallel to the grounds, where she would feel safer. 

She was now walking much faster than normally. She 
was passing an area of trees, an area which she passed 
every night on her way home. But tonight there was a 
difference. Her heart began to pound as this thought came 
through to her. Tonight she was being watched from those 
bushes by unseen eyes! It was as if someone was moving 
along with her just out of sight, ready to pounce on her 
at the opportune moment! 

Daphne was in a state of panic! There was no other way 
to describe her feelings. Yet the only sound was the 
pounding of her own heels on the driveway; no hint of 
movement in the bushes. But she knew someone was 
there. She couldn’t imagine feeling this so strongly and 
it turning out not to be so. 

But what to do? Turn back? It seemed an endless dis¬ 
tance to the old mansion. And if she gave way to her 
terror and raced back only to find her fears had been 
unwarranted, she’d be criticized as Maggie had been 
earlier in the evening for her very practical fear for 
David’s welfare. She could even be laughed at! 

She was a proud, sensitive girl and the thought of 
being made a target for humor spurred her on. She moved 
swiftly through the darkness, knowing the main road 
wasn’t far. And now the howling of the dog came to her 
ears once more—nearer, this time. It seemed to spell out 
her fear. 

And then from nearby she heard the sound of footsteps 
in the underbrush. It was too much. With a frightened cry 
she began to run. Breathlessly she raced towards the 
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safety of the lights of the highway. But she was not to 
reach that haven. The footsteps were close behind her 
and as she screamed again and again, her phantom 
pursuer caught up with her and a man’s hand with a large^ 
black ring on the forefinger caught her by the throat. 

“Help!” she screamed. “Help!” 

CHAPTER TWO 

Jeff Clark’s handsome face was set in serious thought 
as he headed his car along the highway toward Collin- 
wood. His car headlights brought the mansion’s main 
gates into brilliant illumination as he swung around to 
drive through them. All at once he slammed his foot 
down hard on the brake. 

The car lurched drunkenly as it skidded to a halt, nar¬ 
rowly missing the side of the main gate. The sight that 
had produced such instant action on his part was the 
vision of a disheveled Daphne staggering on the drive¬ 
way before him, heedless of the threat of his car running 
her down. 

Jumping out of the barely stopped car he went to 
meet her, crying, “Hey, wait! What’s wrong?” 

Apparently too terror-stricken to recognize him or 
even care who he was, Daphne fled from him with an 
anguished, “Don’t touch me! Don’t touch me!” 

“It’s Jeff,” he called, trying to reassure her as he 
caught up with her. 

She stumbled and then fell, arms outstretched, onto 
the drive. She lay sobbing hysterically as Jeff knelt down 
to her. 

“Daphne! What’s happened?” 
And then Jeff saw her throat and an expression of 

sheer horror crossed his face. “Oh, my God!” he gasped 
as he saw the blood pouring from two gaping holes in her 
neck. 
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Maggie Evans had extended her search for David to 
what was known at Collinwood as the old house. This 
somber structure had been the original Collinwood cen¬ 
turies before, but with the building of the main house it 
had fallen into a state of neglect and abandonment. Now, 
flashlight in hand, Maggie advanced to its door, a little 
fearful. But she forced herself to enter its dank interior 
with the thought that David must be hiding there—she’d 
tried about every place else on the estate. 

She beamed her flashlight in the dark interior of the 
old building. What she saw chilled her. She felt she had 
entered a house of the dead. All that her flashlight touched 
on belonged to the long ago. There were the remnants 
of what once must have been a beautiful house. Some of 
the once-prized pieces of furniture were covered with 
dust sheets, but many more were not. The paint and 
wallpaper were peeling. It was a sad sight. 

She had left the door open behind her on entering 
the house. It was not beyond David to try some more of 
his pranks and she wanted to know that she had an 
easy avenue of escape. 

Standing in the hall, she called out tremulously, 
“David!” 

She’d gone through this so many times since he’d 
vanished and received no reply that she didn’t expect 
any. And none came. With a deep sigh she moved on 
to the drawing room and flashed the light over its 
ruined grandeur. 

Again she called the boy’s name. “David!” 
The silence that followed mocked her. She approached 

a flight of stairs and slowly ascended them, wary for any 
sound that might come from the recesses of the house. 
Her pretty face was grim. 

Upstairs, she moved to an open door and called, 
“David, are you in there?” 

She moved on in the silence and investigated the 
shambles of a bedroom. Dust-ridden and ruined by age 
and dampness, the original furniture still remained in 
place. She covered the room fully with the beam of her 
flashlight. 

Then, as much to bolster her own nerves as anything 
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else, she began talking. “David, I’m not going to punish 
you. Just let me take you home.” 

There was no answer beyond a flash of lightning and 
a loose shutter suddenly banging against the window. All 
at once the closet door of the bedroom shot open and a 
figure sprang out, hitting Maggie’s arm so that the flash¬ 
light fell from her hand to the floor. It was David! The 
lost boy ran out the door and slammed it shut after him. 
Maggie, left in the eerie darkness of the bedroom, tried to 
open the door. It wouldn’t open! Panic was coursing 
through her as she rattled the knob desperately, then 
pounded on the door. “David! Let me out! David!” 

She tried the knob once again without result. And then 
she heard something that made her halt in her escape at¬ 
tempt. It barely reached her ears but it caught and held 
her attention. It was the click of a key being turned in the 
door lock. It took her a few seconds to realize this didn’t 
offer any hope of freedom but sealed her fate. She had 
been locked in! 

With an angry sob she began to pound the door again. 
“Open this door!” 

She pounded until her hand hurt and there was noth¬ 
ing but a grim silence from the corridor. Exhausted by 
her fear, she gave a final weak cry of, “David!” 

A door slammed in the distance and there was just 
silence once more. Discouraged, she slumped weakly 
against the door. What could she do now? She touched 
a hand to her temple and turned to stare bleakly into the 
darkness of the eerie bedroom. Then she remembered 
the flashlight and knelt down to grope for it. It took 
a minute for her to find it. Grasping it eagerly, she tried 
its switch and felt despair again in discovering that it 
was no longer in working order. 

A flash of lightning at the bedroom window highlighted 
the ancient room briefly. On the bare chance that she 
might catch a glimpse of David outside she went to the 
window and looked out. But it was too dark to see any¬ 
one. She turned hopelessly from the window. 

Her head was aching and she continued to have that 
weird sense of approaching danger. The shadows of the 
old bedroom pressed in on her with frightening intensity 
and seemed to whisper of dark happenings the room 
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had known in the past. She frantically wanted to escape 
its ghostly atmosphere. 

Moving to the ancient bureau, she made out the blurred 
shadow of a half-burned candle on its top. Groping ex¬ 
citedly in her pocket, she found she had some matches. 
She quickly struck one and touched it to the candle. At 
once she was rewarded with a tiny, flickering flame that 
at least dispelled the ominous blackness of the bedroom. 
With a sigh she sat down to wait for rescue. 

Back in the main building of Collinwood there was 
frantic activity in the room of Julia Hoffman. The at¬ 
tractive, chic woman doctor was engaged in washing the 
wounds on Daphne’s neck while Jeff Clark watched, a 
troubled look on his handsome face. 

“Doctor, you must have some idea!” Jeff insisted. 
Julia gave him an inquiring glance. “None,” she said 

quietly. “Do you?” 
He shook his head. “No.” 
“You saw nothing? No animal?” 
His brow furrowed. “Animal? What kind of animal 

could do that?” 
Julia was busy preparing a hypodermic as she answered 

him, “We’ll have to find that out, won’t we?” she said in 
a preoccupied tone. 

Below in the card room of Collinwood there was a 
troubled discussion going on between Elizabeth, her 
daughter Carolyn, and Carolyn’s fiance, a good-looking 
boy named Todd. 

“I wanted to send Daphne home in the car. I should 
have!” Elizabeth reproached herself. 

Carolyn tried to comfort her. “Now, Mother, it’s not 
your fault.” 

Elizabeth gave her an anguished look. “To think of 
David out there! Oh, thank God you’re home.” 

Todd offered, “I’ll go out and look for David, Mrs. 
Stoddard.” 

Elizabeth was grateful. “Do be careful, Todd.” 
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At that moment Roger entered the room and informed 
them, “You won’t find him. I know my son. He’s hiding 
somewhere as safe as he can be.” 

“It’s Maggie I’m worried about,” Carolyn said, just as 
Jeff came downstairs to the room. He crossed to her 
anxiously. 

“What about Maggie?” he asked. 
“She went hunting David.” 
Jeff was at once more worried. “Where? Where did 

she go?” 
“We don’t know,” Roger Collins said rather crossly. 

“I consider it foolish of her to go out on such a wild 
goose chase. David can take care of himself!” 

Jeff’s concern turned to anger. “You should be grateful 
that she is so concerned for the boy.” 

Elizabeth rose with a strained look on her pleasant 
matronly face. “We’re not doing Maggie any good stand¬ 
ing here arguing. Someone should try to find her and 
bring her back.” 

Carolyn said, “You’re right!” 
Jeff told Roger angrily, “How could you let Maggie go 

out alone on a night like this?” 
Roger made a gesture of annoyance. “She went without 

consulting me! I thought I’d made that clear!” 
Jeff said, “I’ll see if I can’t locate her.” And he started 

out to the hall. 
All the others followed after him, with Elizabeth calling 

out some last minute suggestions of where Maggie might 
be found. Carolyn, Todd and Roger also went out to the 
entrance hall. So they were gathered there when Jeff 
opened the front door to leave and found the errant 
David standing there framed by the wet darkness. 

“I’ve come back!” the boy said. 

Back at the old house Maggie had become more uneasy. 
She went to the window with the candle and stared out 
into the stormy night. The muffled thud of a door slam¬ 
ming made her start. With a tense expression on her 
lovely face she crossed to the door and listened. Seconds 
later a second door slammed, nearer this time. 
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Certain it was David at his pranks, she leaned close 
to the door and called out, “All right, David! That’s 
enough! Let me out of here! David!” 

Then she waited, listening intently. And there was a 
sound—a sound that sent a cold trickle down her spine. 
Footsteps! Slow footsteps, coming down the hall toward 
the door. She began to tremble. 

“David!” she called out uncertainly, knowing it could 
not be the boy unless he’d deliberately adopted the slow, 
heavy tread as another of his practical jokes. 

The heavy booted feet stopped outside the door. Maggie 
took a step back, staring at the door with terrified eyes. 
Then she saw the door knob quiver. And if she had 
been in the shadowy hallway on the other side of the 
door she would have seen that the hand holding the knob 
wore the same heavy, black ring as the hand that had 
attacked Daphne! But the unknown in the shadows merely 
touched the doorknob without turning it. 

Maggie stood tensely, waiting. Then, very slowly, the 
knob began to turn. Frantic with fear, she gasped as she 
heard the click of the key being turned in the lock. 
Gradually the door started to open. Horror in her eyes, 
she backed further away, fearful of what lurked on the 
other side of that door. 

Then from below Jeff shouted, “Maggie! Where are 
you?” 

On the point of collapse, she screamed, “Jeff!” 
As she did so, the booted feet in the hall turned in 

flight from the bedroom door and hurried off in the op¬ 
posite direction from which they had come. Maggie con¬ 
tinued to scream for help. Jeff and Todd, who had found 
their way into the old house through the open door, raced 
up the stairs to aid her. 

Hysterical and crying, Maggie emerged from the room 
and rushed into Jeff’s arms. 

Jeff held her tightly as Todd took stock of the situation 
in the background. Comforting her, Jeff asked, “You’re 
all right?” 

Still sobbing and incoherent, Maggie told him, “David! 
He was outside the door. He wouldn’t answer me. He 
ran when he heard you!” 
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Jeff and Todd gave each other alarmed glances. They 
both knew that David was at that moment safely back at 
Collinwood. It could not have been he who had terrified 
Maggie seconds before. 

Todd said, “Maggie, David’s been back at Collinwood 
for ten minutes!” 

Maggie stared at the young man with terror-stricken 
eyes. If not David, then who? What? The spectres in the 
shadows of the old house chuckled evilly at the question 
uppermost in her tormented mind. 

The weird drama continued in Dr. Hoffman’s softly- 
lighted room. Daphne was stretched out on the bed, her 
eyes half-closed and her neck bandaged. Julia was watch¬ 
ing her closely while the local representative of law and 
order, Sheriff Patterson, bent to question the unfortunate 
girl. 

“Surely you remember something, Miss Budd?” the 
sheriff said. 

Daphne began to cry. She shook her head to indicate 
that she didn’t. 

Dr. Julia Hoffman said, “Wait until tomorrow, Sheriff.” 
He straightened up with a sigh and reluctantly moved to 

the door. Julia followed him. At the door the sheriff asked 
her, “You’re taking her to the hospital?” 

Julia nodded and gave him a significant look. He at 
once understood and stepped outside the bedroom with 
her. In the murky hallway they halted as Julia closed the 
door of the room so they could speak freely. 

Sheriff Patterson asked, “What do you think, Doctor?” 
There was an air of mystery in her manner. “What I 

think will be determined by tests at the hospital.” 
He frowned. “But what kind of an animal would 

attack—?” 
“The marks are not unlike those of a bat,” she inter¬ 

rupted him with a meaningful note in her voice. 
The sheriff looked at her with alarmed amazement. 

Then he shrugged and started down the stairs. When he 
reached the first floor, Elizabeth, Carolyn and Roger 
came out of the card room. Elizabeth at once went up 
to Sheriff Patterson. 
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“Is she going to live?” Elizabeth asked. 
He nodded. “You’re lucky Doctor Hoffman is staying 

here.” 
The entrance door opened and Jeff and Todd with a 

disheveled Maggie between them came into the entrance 
hall. Elizabeth’s face took on an expression of relief and 
she rushed over to the exhausted girl. 

“Maggie! Thank God!” Elizabeth exclaimed. 
Todd said, “Sheriff, get some men down to the old 

house right now. Someone was just there. He ran away 
when we came in. Whoever it was may still be around.” 

Sheriff Patterson asked Elizabeth, “We have your per¬ 
mission, Mrs. Stoddard?” 

“Of course,” she said. 
He started for the entrance door and then wheeled 

around facing them. “I suggest no one else go out tonight, 
Mr. Collins. And you should make sure the windows and 
doors are locked.” 

“We will, Sheriff,” Roger assured him. 
As soon as Sheriff Patterson left, Maggie turned to 

Elizabeth and worriedly said, “Mrs. Stoddard, we must 
talk. You—Mr. Collins—me. About David, about what 
we’re going to do about David!” 

Elizabeth sighed. “Yes. You’re quite right. We must.” 
Roger looked stern. “But when all this is over. Surely 

it can wait until then. Goodnight, Miss Evans.” He said 
this in a manner that indicated the subject was closed 
as far as he was concerned. And he took Elizabeth up 
the stairs with him. In silent exasperation, Maggie watched 
them go. 

The thunder and lightning ended, but the rain that had 
come with it extended through the following day and 
into the night. On this second rainy night a car speeded 
along the bluff above Jeff’s studio. Its* headlights pierced 
the wet darkness and it came to a halt by the winding 
path that led down the rugged bank to the house owned 
by Jeff. At the wheel of the car was an attractive matron 
named Nancy Hodiak. As she brought the vehicle to 
a stop she looked out the car window down in the di¬ 
rection of Jeff’s place. 
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Inside the house Jeff was busy framing a recently com¬ 
pleted portrait of Nancy Hodiak. Everything was done 
except attaching a new wire to the back of the frame. 
Maggie was there watching him work and in a worried 
state of mind. 

She said, “We’ll never discuss David. I know it. And 
it’s not David we need to talk about. It’s their attitude. 
I’m not doing any good in that house. That’s why—” 
She hesitated, leaving her sentence unfinished. 

Jeff finished working and gave her all his attention. 
“That’s why what?” 

She gave him a sober look. “I’m going to give my 
notice tonight.” Jeff moved nearer her. “I’m going back 
to Boston.” 

He took her in his arms. “I won’t let you do that.” 
She looked up at him. They kissed. She was still in his 

arms when there was a knock on the door. 
Jeff released Maggie reluctantly. “Damn! It’s Nancy 

Hodiak. I’ll talk you out of it later.” 
Maggie smiled wanly and shook her head. “Don’t 

count on it.” 
Jeff opened the door. “Come in, Nancy. I wonder you 

took a chance coming down that steep embankment on 
a night like this.” 

She smiled. “I had to. I couldn’t wait to see the por¬ 
trait. Anyway, I was careful and picked my steps.” 

Jeff smiled. “I suppose I shouldn’t have built down 
here, but it’s such a perfect spot otherwise. You know 
Maggie?” 

“Of course,” Nancy Hodiak said brightly. “Hello, 
Maggie. Awful weather, isn’t it?” 

“It surely is,” she agreed. She’d met the wealthy young 
matron a few times and had found her pleasant. 

Jeff said, “The portrait is complete, even to a frame and 
a wire to hang it with.” 

“Wonderful!” Nancy exclaimed happily. “Let me see 
it.” 

Jeff went over and held it up for her. “I hope you like 
it.” 

“Oh, look at it!” Nancy said with delight. She turned 
to Maggie. “Isn’t it weir done?” 
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“I think it’s one of the best things Jeff has turned out,” 
she agreed. 

Nancy told him, “I love it, Jeff. It takes some ego to 
give your own portrait to your husband for his birthday. 
But that’s the way I am. You better wrap it. I don’t want 
it to get wet.” 

“It won’t take a minute,” Jeff promised. 
Nancy turned to Maggie again. “My husband doesn’t 

like me driving alone on these dark, stormy nights. But I 
had to pick this up. I want to surprise him.” 

“Your husband is bound to like it,” Maggie assured 
her. 

“I hope so,” Nancy said, looking around the room 
and taking everything in. “I like this place. It’s so, well, 
so, artistic!” 

“Jeff has made it comfortable.” 
“More than that,” the young matron said. “It has the 

feeling of being a creative place.” 
“He has good taste,” Maggie agreed. 
Jeff came back to. them with the wrapped portrait. 

“I’ve wrapped it doubly to be sure the rain doesn’t get 
at it.” 

“Wonderful,” Nancy said. 
“I’ll see you up to the road,” he suggested. 
“No,” Nancy protested. “That’s not necessary.” 
“I don’t mind.” 
She moved to the door with the portrait in her hands. 

“I won’t allow it. Enjoy your company.” She gave Maggie 
a special smile. “I managed getting down and going up 
is much easier. After all, it’s not Mount Everest!” 

Jeff smiled. “I’m so used to it I don’t think anything 
about it.” 

“I’ll manage nicely,” the young matron said. ‘^Good- 
night, Maggie. Nice to see you again.” 

Maggie said goodnight to her and Jeff saw her to the 
door. When he came back in he told Maggie, “You won’t 
believe this but I heard another roll of thunder just now. 
When these storms begin they never come to an end!” 

Outside, Nancy Hodiak was already making her way up 
the steep incline. She was grateful for a short flash of 
lightning which helped reveal the path between the bushes 
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for her. Carrying the portrait and climbing the path was 
not as easy as she’d thought. 

Part way up the path she paused for a moment’s rest. 
As she stood there in the black night there was suddenly 
the noise of a bush being pushed apart and twigs stepped 
on. She could hardly believe she’d heard right. She 
frowned and looked around. She could see nothing to 
alarm her in the wet bushes that flanked the path on 
either side. And yet the sound had been too real for her 
to pretend she’d imagined it. 

She stood there for a long moment of indecision. Below 
were the lights from the windows of Jeff’s studio. She 
could hurry back down and confess that she’d become 
nervous and would appreciate his seeing her to the car. 
He’d be glad to do it, she was sure. But she was about 
the same distance from her car as from the studio. She’d 
managed this far; she might as well go on alone the rest 
of the way. 

Maybe she had imagined those sounds in the bushes. 
Her nerves were jumpy and it was easy to reach hasty 
conclusions. Striving in this manner to quell the nagging 
fear that was taking its toll of her, she started on along 
the path. This time she went faster. 

And then it happened. She heard the noise again and 
this time it seemed to follow her. Terror came to replace 
her vague fears. She looked back over her shoulder and 
thought she saw a shadowy figure stalking her. Her 
breath was coming in short gasps. She was on the edge 
of hysteria! 

She began to run and almost at once stumbled. With a 
cry of dismay she attempted to regain her balance. She 
dropped the portrait. But that prized possession no longer 
meant anything to her. All she could think of was some¬ 
how escaping that thing coming after her in the dark¬ 
ness. She pushed on up the hill. 

The figure in the shadows was close on her heels, 
following her with a relentless passion. When she dropped 
the portrait a heavy booted foot stepped on it, ripping 
it. The foot pulled free of the canvas, leaving it in the 
mud of the path with her image torn and splattered with 
the mire. 

Her face was taut with horror as she stumbled the last 
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few steps to reach the car. She gave a pitiful moan and 
yanked open the car door and flung herself into its familiar 
interior. For a matter of seconds she felt safer than before. 

Thunder and lightning came again and she knew that 
her momentary feeling of safety had been an illusion. She 
was by no means safe yet. She locked her side of the car 
and then leaned over to lock the other door. Before she 
could manage this the door was violently swung open. 

“No!” she screamed as she stared into the face of in¬ 
credible terror. 

It was some time later when the ambulance came speed¬ 
ing down the highway, its red beacon light revolving and 
its siren screaming. The long, sleek vehicle came to a 
screeching stop when it reached an area of the road where 
a number of police cars were parked, their glowing head¬ 
lights and beacon lights creating an eerie effect in the 
darkness. 

A uniformed officer controlled the traffic at either side 
of the roadblock. One of them had flagged the ambulance 
down with his flashlight and guided it to a halt near the 
station wagon which was the center of all the attention. 

The ambulance attendants got out and carried an 
empty stretcher over to the parked vehicle owned by 
Nancy Hodiak. Now its doors were wide open. The rain 
was pouring down as they placed Nancy Hodiak’s body 
carefully on the stretcher and then took it over to the 
ambulance. 

CHAPTER THREE 

A short distance away on the fringe of the macabre 
scene, Jeff and Maggie, holding umbrellas against the 
heavy rain, were talking to a police officer in raincoat. 
Jeff was holding the ruined portrait and studying it 
with obvious distress. 
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“This* is unbelievable,” Jeff declared. 
The officer’s bony face was sober. “You didn’t hear 

anything that could have been a scream?” 
“No,” Jeff said, staring at the damaged painting in a 

dazed way and then finally lowering it. 
“Jeff offered to escort her back to her car but she 

refused,” Maggie volunteered. 
“That’s true,” Jeff recalled. “I almost insisted on it, 

but she didn’t seem to want me to go with her.” 
The officer frowned. “You’re sure she was alone? She 

had no one in the car with her?” 
Jeff and Maggie exchanged glances. “I don’t think so,” 

he told the officer, “though I really don’t know. Why did 
you ask?” 

The officer’s eyes were cold. “She might have had some¬ 
body in the car with her she didn’t want you to discover. 
And it could have been that somebody who did this.” 

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Jeff admitted. “But I doubt 
if that was her reason. I think she just didn’t want me 
going out in the rain on what she considered a needless 
errand.” 

“It didn’t turn out that way,” the officer said grimly. 
Jeff shifted his umbrella to the other hand. “No, it 

didn’t,” he said quietly. “She was my friend as well as 
my client. I’m badly upset by her murder.” 

“We wouldn’t have known about it yet if Jeff hadn’t 
come out to get his car to take me home,” Maggie said 
earnestly. 

Jeff nodded. “It was then I saw her car still here and 
knew something was wrong. So I called you people.” 

“It’s a bad business,” the officer said. “We’ll want to 
talk with both of you later and get detailed statements.” 

“We’ll do anything we can,” Jeff said soberly. 
“What about her husband?” Maggie asked. “He’ll have 

to be told. She was going to give him the portrait for a 
birthday present.” 

The officer looked bleak. “We’ve already sent a message 
out to him but he can’t be reached. He’s out of the area 
tonight. We’ll have to locate him.” 

Jeff said, “How did it happen? I mean, how was she 
murdered?” 

“She was strangled,” the officer said in his dry voice. 
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“How awful!” Maggie gasped. 
The officer gave her a sharp glance. “But the crazy 

thing is, it looks like some kind of an animal bit her 
first.” 

One of the police cars which shortly before had been 
parked at the scene of the murder now pulled up in 
front of the Collinsport Inn with its red light flashing. An 
officer named Seth got out and went across to the en¬ 
trance of the inn. When he entered the lobby he dis¬ 
covered Todd putting coins in the cigarette machine. 
Seth brushed past him. 

But not before Todd recognized him and said, “Hi, 
Seth!” 

Seth' gave him a curt nod and walked up to the 
registration desk, where Bud, the manager, was on duty. 
He said, “Evenin’, Bud. The Chief wants a list of your 
guests the last two nights. Another woman’s been attacked 
out on Beach Road.” 

Todd had come up behind the officer in time to hear 
this. He asked the officer, “Is that on the level?” 

“Sure is,” Seth said. “Same kind of attack as Daphne 
Budd’s yesterday.” 

Todd was shocked. “Another one?” 
“Yeh,” Seth said giving him a grim look. “Only this 

one’s dead.” 
Todd still found it hard to accept the news, especially 

after Seth told him all the police had discovered. He went 
on in to the somewhat dimly lighted dining room of the 
Collinsport Inn and sat beside Carolyn on a banquette 
against the wall to tell her the tragic news. 

Carolyn stared at him. “Nancy Hodiak!” 
“Yes,” he said. “What do you think of that?” 
“You’re sure it’s true?” 
“Yes,” Todd said. “Maggie and Jeff found her. Finish 

your drink and I’ll take you home.” 
“How awful!” 
“I know,” Todd agreed. 
“Poor Maggie!” she said. Then she started to rise, 

but suddenly stopped, staring at the corner banquette. 
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Todd noticed something was wrong. “What is it?” he 
asked. 

In a low voice Carolyn said, “Willie Loomis!” 
“Willie!” Todd repeated as they both stood up. 
They could see Willie Loomis talking to someone whose 

back was to them. But they couldn’t tell who this second 
party was. The man’s hand holding a cane had a ring on 
it. And the cane had a curious and very distinctive silver 
wolfhead handle. 

Carolyn told Todd, “I’m going to speak to him. He 
never picked up his pay.” And without waiting for a 
reply from Todd, she made her way toward Willie and 
his companion. 

Willie raised his eyes and §aw her approach. He at 
once whispered something hastily to the other man and 
got up. He came quickly to meet Carolyn halfway. She 
still was unable to get a good look at his companion. 

Willie seemed in a quite different mood than when 
she’d last seen him. The change in him was remarkable. 
He stood there in the familiar turtleneck sweater under 
his coat, but he seemed much more polite and agreeable. 

He said, “Hello, Miss Carolyn.” 
“We’ve been looking for you, Willie.” 
“You didn’t think about looking here, huh?” 
“No,” she said. He shrugged, seeming at a loss to ex¬ 

plain himself. So she continued, “Roger has your pay en¬ 
velope ready.” 

Willie eyed her uneasily. “Oh, yeah. I guess he does. 
Well, I’ll get it. I—I been busy. I got a new job.” As he 
talked he kept shifting his body so as to block her from 
seeing his companion. 

“A new job?” Carolyn repeated. 
He nodded. “This—this opportunity, it came up kind of 

fast like. And I took it. Well, nice seeing you, Miss 
Carolyn. See you around.” He bobbed, half bowing, all 
very much an ideal servant. Carolyn couldn’t help being 
puzzled. Todd came to take her by the elbow and guide 
her to the door as Willie went back to his companion. 

Carolyn was frowning. “Something’s happened to him.” 
Todd looked at her. “What do you mean?” 
“I don’t know. But he’s completely different, that’s all.” 

And as they stopped at the door she looked back but was 
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still unable to see anything of that mysterious other man 
but the hand and the cane. 

Todd asked, “Did you find out who he’s with?” 
“No,” she said in a troubled voice. And with a sigh she 

turned and went out into the darkness with Todd. 

It was night and Elizabeth, Roger and Carolyn were 
gathered in the gallery room of Collinwood with Dr. 
Julia Hoffman and T. Eliot Stokes, a suave, meticulous 
man in his forties. Julia sat slightly apart from the others, 
reading an ancient ledger. 

Roger addressed himself to Carolyn, saying, “So you 
saw Loomis! I daresay he is different. I finally managed 
to penetrate that thick skull of his. He’s evidently so 
afraid that he’s never even picked up his pay.” 

Elizabeth asked Julia, “How is Daphne?” 
Julia looked up from her reading. “She seems to be 

getting stronger. But she still doesn’t remember any¬ 
thing.” 

Stokes looked up, interested. “It’s vital that she does. 
The police have no clues as to what killed Nancy 
Hodiak.” 

“And you think Daphne might provide the answer?” 
Julia asked quietly. 

Stokes cleared his throat. “Wouldn’t you agree that 
both women were attacked by the same monster?” 

Roger spoke up in his arrogant way. “Certainly this 
must be true. Aren’t the marks on Daphne’s throat identi¬ 
cal to those on the throat of Nancy Hodiak?” 

“I didn’t examine Nancy’s throat,” Julia said carefully. 
“But I expect they were similar.” 

Roger stood up with a gesture of dismissal. “Well, there 
you are!” 

Elizabeth looked concerned. “Must we talk of nothing 
but the murder? I’ve heard enough about it.” 

Roger smiled at her sarcastically. “We’re all aware of 
your sensitivity, Elizabeth. Biit the fact is, some sort of 
murderous monster is loose around here and we need to 
think" i about it until this thing is captured or eliminated 
and we’re free to breathe safely again.” 

Carolyn said, “The police are following up the attacks.” 
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T. Eliot Stokes looked skeptical. “The trouble with the 
police,” he said, “is that they lack imagination.” 

Dr. Hoffman gave him a sad smile. “Which is one thing 
no one can say about you, Professor Stokes.” 

He looked pleased. “Well, I do have a certain flair, a 
kind of talent for solving mysteries.” 

Roger offered the professor a bleak look. “Then why 
don’t you go ahead and solve this one.” 

Stokes became flustered. “You misunderstood me, 
Roger. I didn’t say that I could solve any mystery. I 
stated that I had a flair for detecting facts that were 
often overlooked by the police.” 

Roger glared at him. “I don’t know what you mean by 
that but I can tell you it spells nothing to me!” 

Julia smiled to herself and began reading again. 
As they talked, a figure crossed the lawns of Collinwood 

—a tall erect figure wearing a caped coat and carrying a 
cane. He paused for a moment a little short of the en¬ 
trance door of the old mansion and then he continued 
his advance to it and stood on the steps—a blurred, 
mysterious presence in the darkness. He touched a finger 
to the doorbell. 

Hearing the bell, Mrs. Johnson came down the hallway 
with a puzzled look on her dour face. Visitors at Collin¬ 
wood at this hour were almost unknown. She went to the 
door and opened it and vaguely saw the figure in the 
caped coat standing on the steps. 

“Yes?” she inquired. 
“Is Elizabeth Collins Stoddard in?” the man asked in 

a pleasant baritone voice with the suggestion of an 
English accent. 

Mrs. Johnson didn’t know what to make of the stranger. 
But she felt the impact of his hypnotic manner. He 
seemed to be someone important. She said, “Who shall I 
say is calling?” 

“I am Barnabas Collins. A cousin from England.” 
Mrs. Johnson continued to stare at him, but his features 

remained hidden in the shadows. The light from the hall 
behind her glimmered on the silver head of his black 
cane, and highlighted the strange black ring he wore. 
Perplexed and doubtful about him, she nevertheless 
nodded for him to enter. He did. At once a strange 
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uneasiness came over her, and she turned and left the 
entrance hall without making any attempt to study him 
closer. 

Left alone, the man moved across the entrance hall and 
stood gazing into it, as if taking stock of all its furnishings. 
After standing there a moment he turned and went to 
the door of the organ room. He entered it and crossed to 
the organ, touching it as if it were familiar and had 
memories for him. He lingered in the organ room no 
longer than he had in the drawing room but moved on in 
the silence of the old house like a restless phantom. 

Back in the entrance hall he was met by Roger Collins. 
He bowed to him and said, “Good evening, I am-” 

“There’s no need for you to say,” Roger interrupted 
him with a look of astonishment on his stern face. “If 
I weren’t seeing you with my own eyes, I wouldn’t believe 
it. Come with me and meet the others!” 

Barnabas Collins followed him into the gallery room. 
His entrance caused an excited stir as Roger proceeded 
to introduce him to them all. Barnabas smilingly ac¬ 
knowledged the introductions. 

He stood there, a distinguished figure. He had a 
handsome if somewhat sallow face with deep-set keen 
eyes. A lock of his brown hair fell carelessly on his broad 
forehead, giving him a Byronic appearance. There was 
an air of worldliness about him and an air of sadness, too. 

Roger led him to the portrait of the original Barnabas 
Collins hanging on the wall. Barnabas stood back survey¬ 
ing it with a thin smile. The portrait might have been a 
mirror likeness of him. Elizabeth gasped as she studied 
him and then the portrait. 

“The likeness is extraordinary, isn’t it, Carolyn?” she 
said. 

Carolyn spoke for everyone when she said, “Yes—” 
Elizabeth made a small frustrated gesture and inter¬ 

rupted her daughter. “It’s as if the portrait had come to 
life.” 

Roger was in an interested and amiable mood„ which 
was rare for him. He said, “We had no idea we still might 
have family in England.” 

Barnabas smiled gravely. “I am the last, I’m afraid.” 
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“We knew of course that the original Barnabas Collins 
had gone to England in 1797.” 

“I’m glad that he is still remembered,” Barnabas said. 
“Remarkable person,” Roger observed. “Not entirely 

the conventional type, if all the records are correct. But 
that is aside from the point. We surely do know about 
him.” 

Dr. Julia Hoffman came forward to explain to the new¬ 
comer, “I’ve been doing some research on the Collins 
family. I’m writing a history from their arrival here until 
the present day.” 

Barnabas lifted his eyebrows. “An awesome task, I 
fear.” 

“I’m enjoying it,” she assured him. “But there are 
certain personalities and facts that have become blurred 
over the centuries.” 

“That almost always happens, doesn’t it?” Barnabas in¬ 
quired pleasantly. He had a charming manner. 

“Shouldn’t have here,” Roger interposed. “We’ve been 
careful to preserve all the family records. I’ve turned most 
of them over to Dr. Hoffman.” 

Julia Hoffman said, “There are still blanks to be filled. 
As an example, I’ve been trying to find out what Barnabas 
did in England. There’s no further mention of him in any 
of the family journals.” 

Elizabeth^ said, “We’re so delighted Dr. Hoffman has 
takeira sabbatical from her practice to write a history of 
our family.” 

“I’m amazed you’re so interested,” Barnabas said to 
Julia. 

“I am, I assure you,” she answered. 
“I shall be glad to help you, Doctor,” Barnabas said. 

“If I can.” 
“I’m sure you can,” Julia said. 
Now Stokes came over to Barnabas. “Do you come 

from London, Mr. Collins?” 
“Yes,” Barnabas said, turning his deep-set hypnotic 

eyes on the pompous man. “It is Professor Stokes, isn’t 
it?” 

“Yes, indeed,” the stout man said heartily. “I have 
been a world traveler and I am very fond of Europe. 
But I think London is perhaps my favorite city.” 
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“Indeed?” Barnabas said politely. “I’m sure that I 
agree. But then I suppose I’m prejudiced, since it is my 
home. But I also like Paris and Rome.” 

“Ah, yes,” Professor Stokes said, “each of the great 
cities has a special character. I always say that, don’t 
you?” 

“Of course,” Barnabas said, seeming amused by the 
professor. 

“I spent some years at Cambridge,” Professor Stokes 
went on. “Would you know any of the present faculty 
there?” 

“I’m afraid not,” Barnabas Collins replied in his 
pleasant voice. “I’m an Oxford man.” 

“Indeed? Too bad!” Professor Stokes was let down. 
“I don’t recall having any friends at Oxford. Well, no 
doubt there are some mutual acquaintances in other 
circles if we can just hit on them.” 

Barnabas asked, “Have you ever visited Venice?” 
“Indeed I have,” Stokes said. “Fantastic place. I take 

it to be a favorite of yours?” 
“I have been there many times,” Barnabas said. 
“To return to London,” the professor said, “since it is 

a city I remember with relish. Where did you live 
there?” 

“Cadogan Square,” Barnabas said quietly. 
“Well, there you are,” Professor Stokes said. “I knew 

we’d hit on something. Now do you by any chance know 
the Bromwells? They’re at 33, I believe.” 

“Excuse me,” Barnabas said abruptly and crossed to 
the other side of the room to examine a portrait, leaving 
a startled Professor Stokes behind him. 

Elizabeth said, “That portrait interests you?” She had 
moved over to Barnabas. 

He was staring at it intently, a strangely tender look 
on his handsome melancholy face. “Naomi Collins, isn’t 
it?” he asked, his eyes not leaving the portrait. 

“Yes.” 
Barnabas glanced at her. “Of course you know who 

she was?” 
Elizabeth smiled. “Yes. She was the mother of the 

first Barnabas.” 
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“That is right,” Barnabas said quietly. And at the 
same time he reached in a pocket and extracted a small 
velvet box. “You may find this interesting.” 

“Oh?” Elizabeth raised her eyebrows. 
“I so hoped there would be someone like you to wear 

this,” he said,i as he handed her the box. 
“Why, thank you,” Elizabeth said, touched and pleased. 

She opened the box and then registered astonishment. 
She turned to I the others and said, “Roger! Carolyn!” 

“What is it, Mother?” Carolyn asked as she joined 
them. 

Elizabeth held up a necklace. It was identical to the 
one shown in the portrait of Barnabas’ mother. “Recog¬ 
nize it?” 

“It’s Naomi’s necklace,” Carolyn gasped. 
“Incredible!” Roger added his surprised comment as 

he came close to study the necklace. 
Barnabas gave him a sharp look. “Why do you say 

incredible, Cousin Roger?” 
Roger’s stern face registered embarrassment. “Of course 

I couldn’t expect you to know. It has to do with our 
branch of the family.” 

“Indeed?” Barnabas said. 
“That necklace is part of the missing jewels,” Roger 

told him. 
Barnabas was listening closely. “Oh?” 
Roger went on, “There’s a legend that they were buried 

during the Revplutionary War, and never found again.” 
“History is so much more romantic than reality,” Barn¬ 

abas commented with a smile flickering on his lips. 
Elizabeth asked, “Why do you say that?” 
“Naomi gave them to my ancestor when he left Collin- 

wood,” Barnabas said. 
“They vanished,” Roger acknowledged, “and there 

seemed to be no explanation of where they’d gone. I 
assume that is how the rumor that they were buried to 
save them during the Revolutionary War came to be.” 

“No doubt,” Barnabas said. “As I have heard it, the 
mother of my ancestor knew she would never see him 
again. She gave them to him as his share of the estate.” 

Roger nodded. “That could well be.” 
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Elizabeth turned to her brother. “That wasn’t the only 
legacy, Roger. Remember?” 

Roger looked blank for a moment and then appeared 
to understand. He turned to Barnabas. “Of course. We 
believe the old house belonged to the original Barnabas 
as well.” 

“I’m most anxious to see it,” Barnabas said with a 
haunted expression on his noble, sallow face. 

“It’s still here,” Elizabeth assured him. 
“Not in the best of repair, but it has stood up to the 

years remarkably well,” Roger said. 
“The first Barnabas wrote a fascinating description of 

it years later,” the man in the caped coat said. “I feel that 
I know it. Just from reading his account.” 

“How interesting,” Elizabeth said with a smile. “He 
must have been very fond of the old place.” 

Barnabas fixed his deep-set eyes on the attractive 
matron. “He was.” 

“And how sad that he was never able to return to it 
again,” she went on. 

“True,” Barnabas said. “I’m positive that he planned 
to come back one day.” 

Elizabeth looked sad. “But he died before he could 
fulfill his dream.” 

“You might say that,” Barnabas agreed quietly. “Other¬ 
wise he would have come. He loved the house so.” 

“We must take you through it,” Roger said. 
“I’d appreciate that,” Barnabas said. 
Carolyn moved over to her mother and said, “Let me 

fasten the necklace around your neck.” 
Elizabeth smiled. “If you like.” 
Roger looked on approvingly as Carolyn did this. When 

it was in place, he said, “Looks lovely, Elizabeth.” 
“Lovely,” Barnabas echoed in a warm voice. And he 

went to Elizabeth and with his burning eyes fixed on hers 
lifted her hand and kissed it. At that same moment Carolyn 
noticed the ring on Barnabas’ finger and remembered 
the hand with the same ring she’d seen in the Collinsport 
Hotel restaurant. The hand which had belonged to Willie 
Loomis’ mysterious companion. 

As Barnabas said to her mother, “You are as beautiful 
as she,” Carolyn stared at him with a mixture of baffie- 
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ment and alarm showing on her pretty young face. She 
found it hard to believe that this charming stranger, a 
cousin of the family, had been in the company of Willie. 
And yet she was positive the ring she saw now was iden¬ 
tical with the one she’d glimpsed at the hotel restaurant. 
Could it be merely a coincidence? If so, it was surely a 
very strange one! 

As conversation continued comfortably in the gallery 
of the mansion, Carolyn tried to convince herself that 
she’d made a mistake. Perhaps the two rings had merely 
looked alike. Yet these rings were of such a strange de¬ 
sign it appeared dubious that this could be the solution of 
the mystery. Barnabas came to her and chatted in such a 
friendly manner that she forgot her suspicions about him. 

“It is pleasant to meet a new generation of our family,” 
he told Carolyn as they stood apart from the others. 

She smiled. “And I find it fascinating to discover I 
have a British cousin.” 

Barnabas’ noble face had an expression of warm good 
will. “I trust we’ll get to know each other better,” he 
said. 

“We must,” she agreed. “You’ll be our house guest, 
of course.” 

His brow furrowed. “I’m not positive of that.” 
“My mother and Uncle Roger will be upset if you 

don’t,” Carolyn told him. 
“I don’t question their hospitality,” Barnabas said. “But 

I dislike intruding.” 
“You wouldn’t be!” Carolyn assured him. 
He glanced over where Roger and Elizabeth were 

standing with Professor Stokes and Dr. Julia Hoffman. 
And he said, “I would like to take a look at the old 
house.” 

“It’s interesting,” she agreed. 
“Your Uncle Roger mentioned giving me a tour of it,” 

Barnabas said. “But apparently he’s forgotten. Do you 
suppose he’d show it to me tonight? Perhaps the request 
sounds odd. But I am impatient to look at it.” 

Carolyn said, “He can take you there. It’s not far 
from here. Do you want me to mention it to him?” 

“That would be kind of you,” Barnabas said with one 
of his winning smiles. 

40 



So Carolyn left him studying some of the other ancient 
portraits in the gallery while she crossed to her Uncle 
Roger to remind him of his promise to Barnabas. She 
had just about decided that she’d been wrong about the 
ring. For a moment she’d been on the verge of asking 
Barnabas whether he had been at the restaurant with 
Willie Loomis. And then she’d felt it to be a stupid 
question. Best to put the whole matter out of her mind. 

She touched Roger’s arm to get his attention. “Uncle 
Roger,” she said, “are you going to show Barnabas the 
old house?” 

Her uncle’s stern face registered surprise. “At this 
hour?” 

She glanced over where Barnabas was standing before 
the portrait of Naomi. “He’s impatient to see it. He’s 
full of romantic notions about the place.” 

“Obviously,” Roger said in a dry voice, “or he wouldn’t 
expect me to take him there tonight!” 

“Would it be so much bother?” Carolyn asked. 
“Bother enough,” Roger said. “Let him wait until 

tomorrow.” • 
Elizabeth came to join in the conversation. “Now just 

what is this impdrtant discussion?” she wanted to know. 
Roger gave her an annoyed look. “This fellow, Barna¬ 

bas, expects me to take him over to see the old house 
now.” 

“Why not?” Elizabeth smiled. “He’s been so charming 
and don’t forget the valuable gift he’s given me. It 
wouldn’t put you out all that much. I’d say it would be 
fun to visit it at this hour.” 

“There’s no electricity,” Roger reminded her. 
“The old house looks its best by candlelight,” Eliza¬ 

beth said. She turned to Carolyn, “Tell Barnabas we’ll 
be glad to show him around tonight.” 

“I will,” she said. 
Roger continued to look annoyed at the idea. “I’ll do 

it,” he said grudgingly. “But I regard it as a lot of non¬ 
sense*” 

Elizabeth smiled at her brother. “You talk like that 
about almost everything,” she chided him. 

Carolyn went back to join Barnabas. He was still 
standing before the portrait of Naomi Collins, mother 
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to the original Barnabas. Carolyn came up beside him to 
gaze at the portrait. 

“She has a lovely face,” Carolyn said. “I think she 
must have been a very kind woman.” 

Barnabas continued to stare at the painting. “She was,” 
he said with deep feeling. And then he turned to her and 
explained, “At least, that is what I’ve gathered from 
the letters my ancestor left.” 

Carolyn nodded. “I have good news. Uncle Roger is 
ready to take you to the old house whenever you like.” 

The burning, deep-set eyes showed excitement. “I’d 
like to go there at once.” 

Carolyn chose not to go to the old house with the 
group. So Elizabeth, Barnabas and-Roger went without 
her. Holding a flashlight, Roger led the others past the 
stables and outbuildings in the eerie darkness of the 
unsettled June night. And soon the flashlight beam fell on 
the entrance door to the somber old house which stood 
about halfway between Collinwood and the ancient family 
cemetery. 

Roger opened the door for the others and stood by 
as they entered. Then he followed them inside. The air 
in the hallway had a stale, damp smell which made it 
apparent that the building had long been deserted. 

Elizabeth said, “We’ve never even had electricity put 
in.” 

Roger let the beam of the flashlight wander to expose 
the decay that had set in the ancient structure. “It’s a 
strange house,” he said. “When I was a boy, I used to 
play here. But I always felt as if I were trespassing. As 
if it belonged to someone else.” 

They moved into the drawing room with its atmosphere 
of phantoms. The dust covers on various items of the 
furniture stood out in the semi-darkness like squat ghosts. 
Everywhere there were dust, cobwebs and the dank smell 
of age and corruption. Roger shone the flashlight on the 
fireplace. 

“We probably should have torn it down long ago,” he 
said. 

“I’m glad you didn’t,” Barnabas answered quietly. 
Elizabeth spoke up, “You see the moldings and the 

fireplaces are original.” 
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“Everything is,” Roger grumbled. “That’s the trouble.” 
Barnabas was standing in the near darkness staring 

around the room. He seemed lost in his thoughts, barely 
listening to them. Elizabeth decided he was probably 
comparing the stories he’d been told about the old house 
with the rather drab reality. 

At last he turned to them and said, “I should like to 
live here.” 

Roger’s mouth dropped open. “Surely you’re joking?” 
“Not at all.” 
“I’m afraid you’d be most uncomfortable,” Elizabeth 

said. “We have forty rooms at Collinwood. There is no 
need for you to stay here.” 

“Exactly,” Roger said. “We want you to be our house 
guest.” 

Barnabas shook his head. “No, I’m serious. I have an 
idea about this place. I’d like to restore it as it was then.” 

“That would cost a fortune,” Roger protested. 
“It would be worth it,” Barnabas said quietly. 
There was a moment’s silence as they both stared at 

him. Rather than seeming appalled at the wretched con¬ 
dition of the house, he appeared to accept it as a chal¬ 
lenge. There could be no doubt that he must be both 
very wealthy and extremely fond of the ancient place. 

At last, Elizabeth said, “Well, you’re certainly more 
than welcome to it.” 

After a few moments, the group decided to break up 
for the night. Barnabas chose to remain at the old house 
for the rest of the night, and no amount of persuasion 
could change his mind. Elizabeth and Roger bade him 
goodnight, and returned to Collinwood, all the while 
thinking how eccentric their relative was. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

That night marked the start of Barnabas Collins’ proj¬ 
ect to restore the old mansion. Both Roger Collins and 
his sister, Elizabeth, were startled at the money Barnabas 
poured into the project. Within a few days of his arrival 
he had various types of workmen on the scene beginning 
the initial steps of what was to prove a huge under¬ 
taking. 

Barnabas was never seen during the daytime. It was 
rumored that he kept out of the way of the workmen so 
that they could rush ahead with their restoration of the 
building. Others hinted that he was one of those people 
who liked to work at night and sleep during the day. 
Carolyn, who had developed a strong liking for the 
handsome cousin from England, saw as much of Barn¬ 
abas as she could. 

And he seemed to enjoy her company. Knowing his 
habits, she generally tried to time her arrival at the old 
house for around dusk. Barnabas was most likely to be 
found there then. 

On this particular night she approached the old house 
just as the sun was setting. She mounted the steps and 
knocked on the door, but there was no answer. After 
hesitating a moment, she tried the doorknob and it 
turned easily. So she opened the door and went inside. 

Standing in the shadowed entrance hall, she called 
out, “Barnabas!” 

There was no reply. But her cry had been heard. Down 
in the basement of the old building, Willie Loomis had 
listened to her with a fleeting look of apprehension on 
his ugly face. 

Carolyn called again, “Anybody home?” 
This decided Willie. He rushed up the stairs and 

opened one of the twin glass doors leading to the base- 
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ment and came forward to confront Carolyn. There was 
an embarrassed expression on his face. 

She was interested in finding him there. “Well, Willie,” 
she said, “I’d heard this is the job you’d gotten.” 

He looked down. “Yeah, well, Mr. Barnabas—he ain’t 
here.” 

“Oh?” she said. “This is the night of the party. The 
guest of honor should be getting ready for the party.” 

Willie gave her an uneasy glance. “That’s what you 
should be doing, ain’t it?” 

But Carolyn ignored his question. She was studying 
the glass doors leading to the basement. And she sensed 
that there was something strange in the atmosphere of 
the old house. Willie was oddly nervous. 

She gave him a questioning look. “What’s down there, 
Willie?” 

He shrugged. “Nothing. Just the basement.” 
Carolyn found his reply unconvincing. She had a feel¬ 

ing about that basement, a conviction that there was 
something down there he wanted to hide from her. And 
had she been able to see what was going on down there 
as she talked with Willie she would have realized her 
suspicions were correct. 

Deep in the shadowy depths of the basement an ornate 
coffin rested. Slowly its lid began to open, pressured by 
a hand from within it. And very gradually Barnabas rose 
from the coffin! 

Meanwhile Carolyn and Willie continued their awkward 
conversation at the head of the stairs. Willie told her, 
“I was just cleaning up.” 

Carolyn eyed him sharply and asked, “Tell me, Willie, 
how did you meet Barnabas?” 

Willie looked frightened. He licked his lips nervously. 
Then he said, “Oh, I just kind of ran into him at the 
Blue Whale.” 

“I see,” Carolyn said, not satisfied with this vague 
reply. 

Willie seemed anxious to escape her. He moved on 
toward the drawing room. She followed him, determined 
to get some more information. She still had a nagging 
suspicion about the ring she’d seen on Barnabas’ hand 
and its resemblance to the one on the hand of the 

45 



mystery man she’d noticed at the restaurant with Willie. 
The fact that Willie was now installed as personal 
servant to her British cousin increased her doubts. 

Entering the drawing room after Willie, she persisted in 
her questioning. “And he offered you a job?” 

“Yes.” 
She was skeptical. “You and Barnabas at the Blue 

Whale. That’s a scene I just can’t quite picture. Why 
didn’t Barnabas come to Collinwood as soon as he came 
to town, Willie?” 

Willie continued to avoid her eyes. “I don’t know, 
Carolyn.” 

“What do you know, Willie?” she pressed him. 
What sort of reply he might have made to this she 

never learned, for at that moment Barnabas appeared in 
the doorway with a smile on his somewhat sallow face. 

“Carolyn! What an unexpected pleasure!” he exclaimed. 
And he came over to her. “Have you come to see how 
we’re doing?” He glanced at Willie. “I don’t think you 
need work any longer, Willie.” 

Willie at once turned and left the room. Carolyn knew 
she must wait until later if she was to get any information 
from him. Thus far she hadn’t had much success. There 
was a change in Willie that she couldn’t understand. But 
she forced herself to put aside these thoughts and give her 
full attention to the changes Barnabas had been making 
in the old house. The work of restoration was beginning 
to be apparent. 

She said, “I’m fascinated, Barnabas. We all are. The 
restoration is really coming along.” 

He showed pleasure at the compliment. “Thank you, 
Carolyn.” 

Looking up at him, she asked, “Tell me. Did the origi¬ 
nal Barnabas live in that house on Cadogan Square?” 

Barnabas at once became serious. “No, he settled in 
Coventry. The family place was destroyed during the 
war.” 

“I shall be in London this summer. You must give me 
people to look up.” 

The handsome face of her British cousin shadowed just 
a little. “I’ll be delighted to.” 
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Carolyn smiled. “You know, we’re all very surprised 
that you decided to settle in Collinsport.” 

He arched a heavy eyebrow. “When you know me 
better, you won’t be.” 

“I’m beginning to wonder, Cousin Barnabas, if I shall 
ever know you at all.” 

Barnabas looked puzzled and said, “You mean?” 
“I guess I didn’t make myself clear,” she apologized. 

“There is so much about you I’m dying to know.” 
Barnabas said nothing, but there was a strange light 

in his eyes. 
After her talk with Barnabas she hurried back to Collin- 

wood, realizing she barely had time to dress for the 
costume ball they were giving to honor Barnabas that 
evening. She raced up the brohd stairway and went to 
her bedroom to quickly disrobe and take a shower. Barn¬ 
abas still puzzled her, even though she continued to 
find him charming. 

She finished her shower and came out of her bathroom 
with her bathrobe on. She was about to begin dressing 
when she heard a sound outside her window ... a soft 
thudding sound. She glanced toward the window, suddenly 
tense to see a huge bat out there. She gave a gasp of 
alarm at the sight of the ugly thing. And as she stared 
at it in dismay, it at once vanished. 

Oddly upset, she turned back to resume dressing— 
and was suddenly confronted by Barnabas standing there! 
He made no attempt to speak to her and his gaze was 
so hypnotic that she was immediately frozen into silence. 
Her eyes met his and she felt an ebbing of her will under 
the intensity of his fixed stare. 

Then Barnabas moved slowly across to her pale-faced, 
motionless figure. Ignoring the silent pleading of her 
eyes, he bared his fangs and bent to bite her neck! 

The clock on the ground floor of the fine old mansion 
struck nine. The foyer was lit with candles. The house¬ 
keeper, Mrs. Johnson, dressed in eighteenth century 
costume, had just let in Mrs. Pettibone, an aged lady 
who looked quite at home in her period gown. Roger, 
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dressed as Joshua Collins, greeted her with a smile. “So 
pleased to have you with us, Mrs. Pettibone.” 

Mrs. Pettibone was gazing at the crowded drawing 
room, obviously impressed. “This is truly an occasion!” 

“We hope it will be,” Roger said. “Allow me to escort 
you in.” And he took her by the arm to join the main 
body of the party which had overflowed from the drawing 
room into the organ room and the card room. 

Mrs. Pettibone confided, “Believe me, Roger, only a 
party at Collinwood could have made me leave my house 
tonight. All those dreadful attacks!” 

Roger saw the elderly matron to a group of friends 
and then left her to go out into the hallway at the 
bottom of the stairs. Coming up the stairs from the lower 
level of the house, David met him. 

David showed off his costume with boyish delight. 
“Look, father! I’m Daniel Collins! These are really his 
clothes!” 

“Excellent,” Roger said, placing his hands on David’s 
shoulders and turning him around. “It’s lucky they fitted 
you so neatly.” 

“They’re just right,” the boy said. 
“I’m glad you found them,” his father said. 
But the boy was no longer listening to him. He was 

staring at Carolyn who was standing by the railing on the 
second floor landing. His father’s attention was also 
drawn to the girl. 

David cried, “Carolyn, you look great!” 
“Your costume is most attractive!” Roger agreed with a 

friendly wave of a ruffled arm to her. And then he went 
on his way. David remained there, looking up at Carolyn 
as she slowly advanced downstairs. When she reached the 
middle landing at the window she stopped momentarily. 
Then she started on down the steps to where the boy 
waited. 

David was staring at her. “Carolyn, what’s wrong?” 
In a dazed fashion, she replied, “Nothing. Nothing at 

all. Is Barnabas here?” 
“Yes,” David said, indicating the drawing room with a 

nod. 
Carolyn stood near the French doors, surveying the 

crowded room, obviously looking for Barnabas. Her eyes 
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sought out every section of the busy place. She saw 
Professor Stokes, dressed as a working man, talking with 
Elizabeth, who was dressed as Naomi Collins and wore 
the necklace given her by Barnabas. Carolyn felt a 
sudden dizziness and feared she might faint. 

She was conscious of perhaps a half-dozen strangers 
near her and could hear the babble of their voices as if 
from a distance. She tried to keep her mind clear as she 
heard random phrases from the strangers in different 
voices. Her head was spinning as she listened to their 
comments about the recent attacks in the town. 

“Dreadful!” a high-pitched elderly female was say¬ 
ing. “I don’t dare venture out at night alone any longer.” 

“Nor do I,” a harsh-voiced younger woman agreed. 
“We’re buying a watch dog. A great, angry creature.” 

“The police are too lax,” a droning male voice insisted. 
“They ought to have found out who murdered Nancy by 
now.” 

“What about the artist?” Another ancient male voice 
asked maliciously. “I still think he may have had some¬ 
thing more to do with it than he has admitted.” 

“The most vicious kind of a killing,” a throaty young 
feminine voice deplored. “I’m terrified!” 

“What sort of creature would commit such a bloody 
crime?” a young man inquired indignantly. 

Carolyn brushed a hand across her eyes and tried to 
concentrate. Then she saw Todd at the bar in the organ 
room talking with a liveried barman. Jeff Clark was stand¬ 
ing with him. The group discussing the crimes in front 
of her dissolved and she was at last able to see Barn¬ 
abas. He was very erect and elegant in the same costume 
as shown in the portrait. He was talking to Julia Hoff¬ 
man, who was very fetchingly dressed as an eighteenth 
century lady. The two were entering the room from the 
foyer. A smile crossed Carolyn’s face and she was about 
to start, for Barnabas when Todd suddenly spotted her 
and came over and kissed her on the cheek. But her 
eyes never left Barnabas. 

Todd told her, “You’re beautiful.” She didn’t ac¬ 
knowledge the compliment but stared at Barnabas and 
Julia as they came closer. 
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Julia was saying, “After an afternoon at the hospital 
I’m not sure I can make this transition.” 

“How is Miss Budd?” Barnabas wanted to know. 
But before Julia could answer Carolyn came up to 

them, dragging Todd behind her. She said, “Good eve¬ 
ning, Julia.” And then turning to Barnabas with a special 
look she added, “Cousin Barnabas.” 

Barnabas was his usual poised self. “Good evening, 
Carolyn.” 

But almost immediately his eyes left her to fasten on 
Maggie Evans who had just entered from the foyer at 
the other end of the hall. She was elegantly dressed as 
Josette Du Pres, the first Barnabas’ great love. He showed 
a stunned expression on his noble, melancholy face. 

“Who—who is that girl?” he asked. 
Surprised by his sudden interest, both Carolyn and 

Julia turned to see who it was. Julia Hoffman replied 
first with a small smile, “Maggie Evans. She’s David’s 
governess. Haven’t you met?” 

“No,” Barnabas said, shaking his head, his eyes not 
leaving the lovely Maggie. 

Carolyn’s pretty face crimsoned with annoyed jealousy. 
“What a shame.” 

Barnabas was still staring at Maggie like a man ob¬ 
sessed. His eyes followed her as she crossed from the 
foyer into the organ room bar. For the time being he 
was oblivious to everything else around him. 

Julia said, “I believe this is her last night at Collin- 
wood, isn’t it?” 

Carolyn looked unhappy. “I think so,” she said in a 
small voice. She was watching Maggie at the bar and 
saw that Jeff had joined the attractive governess. 

Barnabas suddenly seemed himself again as he sug¬ 
gested, “Let me get you some champagne, Carolyn.” 
And without waiting for her reply, he strode off toward 
the bar where Maggie and Jeff were standing. Jeff was 
occupied with the barman so it was easy for Barnabas 
to bow to Maggie. Carolyn could watch the scene no 
longer. With anger in her eyes, she turned away. 

Barnabas smiled pleasantly at Maggie. “I beg your 
pardon. I am Barnabas Collins.” 

50 



Maggie returned his smile. “Oh, Mr. Collins. How 
nice!” 

Barnabas was studying her with admiring eyes. “Your 
dress! You must have found it here.” 

“In an old trunk upstairs. It was made in Paris.” 
He nodded. “Yes. And if I’m right, it belonged to 

Josette Du Pres, who came here to marry my ancestor 
over one hundred years ago.” 

She stared at him in wonder. “Really?” Their eyes 
met for a long moment. 

Barnabas was very earnest as he told her, “There’s 
a portrait of her at the old house wearing that dress. You 
look very much like her.” 

Jeff had finally been served by the bartender and now 
he turned from the crowded bar with a glass of cham¬ 
pagne in each hand. He saw Barnabas and Maggie talk¬ 
ing together and was immediately aware of the electricity 
between them. He joined them and gave Maggie her 
glass of the wine. 

“Sorry it took me so long, darling,” he said. 
Maggie smiled and took the glass. “Thank you, Jeff. 

Oh, do you know each other?” 
“We do,” Jeff said coolly, conscious that he could 

have a rival in Barnabas. 
Barnabas smiled bleakly. “Yes, we’ve met.” 
A little later, Roger Collins and his son, David, were 

playing a familiar scene in the foyer. They were arguing 
at the door to the organ room where Roger had finally 
caught up with the boy. 

David was protesting, “But I don’t want to go to bed!” 
“You must,” Roger said sternly. “That is all there is 

to it. And I don’t want you sneaking downstairs again. 
I mean it. There’s going to be a new regime in this 
house!” 

As the argument between them went on, Barnabas, 
Maggie and Jeff came by. Maggie half-turned and David 
saw her. At once he ran to her and threw his arms 
around her. He was all the penitent little boy now. 

“Oh, Maggie, I wish you wouldn’t go!” he pleaded. 
“I’m going to miss you so. I wish I could go back and 
not do some of those things I did. Honest! Then maybe 
you wouldn’t go!” 
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Maggie hugged David. “I’m really not angry with you,” 
she said. 

Three of the guests came by and moved between Barn¬ 
abas and Maggie and David. One of the men was com¬ 
plaining loudly, “Well, I don’t understand why the police 
haven’t come up with even one suspect!” 

Barnabas, whose expression had tightened suddenly, 
was about to move on when Julia Hoffman came up to 
him. It was apparent from her friendliness that she had 
also been won over by the charming cousin from over¬ 
seas. 

Julia said, “Oh, Mr. Collins, I do want to hear more 
about that memoir you mentioned. You can give me in¬ 
formation on the family in England.” 

“Gladly, some time,” he said vaguely. 
“But we must be more definite,” Julia insisted. “Are 

you free for lunch tomorrow?” 
Barnabas shook his head. “No, unfortunately. I must 

go to Bangor. On business. My investments.” 
Julia was not to be easily discouraged. She inquired 

brightly, “The next day, perhaps?” 
“I’m not sure when I’ll be back,” he said coldly and 

turned away to see Maggie and Jeff at the other side of 
the room enjoying each other’s company. A grim, frus¬ 
trated look crossed his handsome face. 

The party was a success. It continued on with wine, 
music and dancing and everyone having a good time. 
Barnabas finally managed to get Maggie Evans away 
from the crowd. He took her into the library where 
sounds of the party could be heard in the distance and 
an occasional guest went by the open door. Maggie was 
surprised by Barnabas’ determination to be alone with her. 
His sudden strange interest in her brought her some 
uneasiness. 

As they stood together at the library window she said, 
“We shouldn’t have left.” 

“Why not?” he asked. “I’m sure the original Barn¬ 
abas and his Josette did once too.” 

“But we’re not them,” she said with a smile. 
He eyed her seriously. “Tell me about yourself.” 
“You mean that, don’t you?” she said. 
“Of course I do.” 
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“You want to hear. So many people ask and don’t, 
really. But you do.” 

“I do,” he said quietly. 
“I’m not all that interesting.” 
“You are to me. I hope I have time to get to know 

you.” 
“But you know I’m leaving.” 
Barnabas didn’t reply but moved away from her to 

stand in the shadows for a moment. As he did so, Carolyn 
passed by the open door of the library and saw him stand¬ 
ing in the near darkness, apparently talking to someone. 
But she couldn’t tell who. She hesitated near the door¬ 
way. 

Barnabas came back to Maggie with a weary look on 
his gaunt face. “You belong here,” he said. “You must 
not leave. Maggie, I watched you with David tonight. 
He’s so fond of you. And you of him. Everything can 
still work out. Believe me.” 

Maggie was gazing at him in wide-eyed wonder. “I do 
believe you,” she said, surprised at the way she felt— 
at the intensity of her feelings for this man she’d known 
for such a short while. 

“You see,” he said. 
“I feel as if I’ve known you for ever so long,” she 

went on. “But we just met.” 
They studied each other with deep affection. Barn¬ 

abas smiled down at her. There was a hypnotic some¬ 
thing in his face which all at once broke the spell and 
frightened her. She turned away. 

Barnabas was close to her. He urged, “Go tell Cousin 
Elizabeth that you will stay. She wants you. David does. 
I do.” 

She turned and looked at him. “You do?” 
“Things will be different. Very different!” 
“You make me believe that they can be,” she said, 

the magic of his eyes taking hold of her once more. 
“I’ll see that they are,” he promised her. 
They were gazing at each other silently again when 

Carolyn strode into the room. She stood by the library 
door fuming. In a taut voice she said, “Mother wants 
to talk with you, Maggie.” 
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Barnabas took it calmly. “And Maggie has some¬ 
thing to say to her.” He glanced at Maggie. “Don’t you?” 

Maggie was staring at him. “How did you persuade me? 
How?” 

Barnabas smiled. “It is your own decision.” 
Maggie turned to Elizabeth’s daughter and exclaimed, 

“Oh, Carolyn, I’m going to stay!” 
Carolyn took Maggie’s arm and with a backward 

glance of fury for Barnabas she said, “You’ll have to 
discuss that with Mother!” And the two girls left the 
room. 

Barnabas stood alone in the shadows and in a low 
voice murmured, “Josette! Josette! You have come back 
to me.” 

Shortly afterward, Barnabas and Willie entered the 
basement of the old house. Barnabas was in a mood of 
elation, while a troubled Willie moved along at his side 
carrying a candelabra. It was now nearly dawn. 

“I found her again, Willie,” Barnabas exulted. “Tonight 
I found my Josette.” 

Willie frowned. “But it’s crazy. Maggie Evans ain’t 
no reincarnation of some French dame who lived two 
hundred years ago.” 

Barnabas looked at him with surprise. “You don’t 
understand!” 

“I understand more than you think!” Willie said stub¬ 
bornly. 

“This is beyond your experience,” Barnabas protested. 
“You gotta be careful,” Willie warned him. 
“I don’t mind risking everything for Josette!” 
“Now, Mr. Barnabas,” Willie said, “don’t you go 

startin’ nothin’ with Maggie. You’re in trouble enough 
without hurting her.” 

“I won’t hurt her.” 
“You say that. But it ain’t so.” 
“I mean it,” Barnabas told him. “I am going to offer 

her what no other man can. Eternal life. Eternal love.” 
Willie looked at him blankly. “Whatever that means!” 
“You’ll find out,” Barnabas promised. 
“She ain’t going to pay no attention to you. She ain’t.” 
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Barnabas hesitated and gave him an angry look. Then 
slowly he asked, “Do you intend to try and stop her?” 

“Now wait a minute,” Willie protested, moving back. 
“Answer me!” Barnabas demanded menacingly. 
“I don’t mean no trouble,” Willie pleaded. 
“It sounded like it,” Barnabas said, still glaring at the 

unhappy Willie. 
“No. No,” Willie managed. “It’s just that she’s got that 

Jeff Clark.” 
“I don’t want to hear about him,” Barnabas said 

angrily and he moved closer to Willie in a threatening 
manner. But he stopped in the midst of his angry gesture 
at the sight of a shadow on the wall. Someone was stand¬ 
ing on the stairs, hearing all that they were saying. 
Alertness and panic crossed his gaunt face. He swung 
around quickly. 

“Where—where you going?” Willie asked. 
But there was no reply from the suddenly tense Barn¬ 

abas. He was standing at the bottom of the stairs look¬ 
ing up, ready to deal with the intruder. His lips worked 
with emotion and there was a fire of anger in those 
hypnotic eyes! 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Carolyn’s image could be seen through the glass doors 
at the top of the stairs. Barnabas called out in a compel¬ 
ling tone, “Carolyn!” 

There was a short delay, as if Carolyn were trying to 
pit her will against his, but it was a losing game for her. 
Slowly the door opened and the angry and hurt young 
woman came down the stairs reluctantly. There was a 
stubborn look on her pretty face. 

“I won’t let you do it,” she warned him. 
Barnabas was all command. “Come here.” 
She went to him and said, “You love me. You must 
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love me! I’m going to tell her everything. All about 
you.” 

“Are you?” Barnabas asked with a tinge of sarcasm. 
“Yes,” she replied, but her defiance was giving way 

to nervousness. 
“We shall see,” he said. 
“You’re forcing me to do it.” Then she saw the look 

that had come to his gaunt face. She took a fearful step 
to one side, but he was quick to block her way. He stood 
threateningly before her. 

Frightened but still defiant, she cried, “Don’t look at 
me! I’m not going to let you stop me. I won’t let you 
touch her. I won’t!” 

Barnabas was suddenly very close to her. He opened 
his mouth, baring his fangs, and then went down on her 
neck. Carolyn gasped but surrendered to his arms. 

Willie looked on in frozen • horror as Barnabas held 
her in the vampire embrace. At last he came out of his 
stunned state and ran forward to Barnabas and began 
hammering on his back. “Stop it! Stop it!” he shouted. 

Barnabas reacted by straightening up with a roar. He 
allowed Carolyn to slump to the floor in a faint as he 
turned to Willie in a rage. He slashed Willie viciously 
across the face so that blood spurted from his mouth. 

Willie staggered back, screaming hysterically, “You 
were going to kill her! You were!” 

The distorted, angry expression gradually drained from 
the noble, gaunt face qf Barnabas Collins. He looked 
shocked at what he had just done and there was the 
suspicion of trembling in his hands. It was clear there 
were separate forces working within him and opposing 
each other . . . and this inward struggle was taking its 
toll of him. 

Grimly he stared at the unconscious Carolyn. In a 
taut voice he said, “Get her out of here!” 

Willie gladly came forward. “Yes! Right away!” 
“I never want to see her again.” 
“I understand,” Willie agreed meekly as he bent by 

the girl. 
“Get her out!” Barnabas seemed ready to slip back in¬ 

to that formidable rage at any moment. 
“I will,” the handyman said picking Carolyn up. 
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“She will tell no one,” Barnabas informed him in his 
authoritative way. “No one. Both of you are mine. Both 
of you must do as I sayi” 

Willie half-carried, half-dragged Carolyn up out of the 
cellar, and set out along the path with her. By the time 
he reached the drive he was exhausted. He paused for 
a moment, gazing at the lights of the mansion in the 
distance and debating whether he could get her that far. 

He had her on her feet but she still seemed dazed. 
He looked at her anxiously. “Carolyn, I can’t take you 
in. Can you make it?” 

Willie then tried to help her walk and she stumbled. 
After a moment she began to take a few halting steps. 
It seemed that she might be able to make the remaining 
short distance to the doors of Collinwood on her own. 

Willie told her, “Don’t you ever come to Barnabas. 
He’ll kill you, Carolyn. I swear he will. Don’t you ever 
come back!” And then he left her to run off into the 
darkness. 

It was hard to say whether she understood him or not. 
She wavered there uncertainly, a willowy, ghostly figure 
in the blackness of the night. Then she moved forward, 
weaving a little, and made her way to C dinwood. 

Mrs. Johnson was in the entrance i of the old 
mansion, still tidying up after the paxiy. She was carry¬ 
ing a last tray of glasses from the drawing room when 
the front dooj; suddenly was thrown open and Carolyn 
stood framed in the doorway. Then slowly, haltingly, 
she walked in. 

At once aware that something was wrong with the 
girl, Mrs. Johnson quickly set down the tray of glasses 
and crossed to her. “Carolyn!” 

Carolyn looked at her blankly, much too far gone to 
see her. With a terrible sigh she crumpled on the floor. 
Mrs. Johnson screamed and knelt down by her. 

“Carolyn, speak to me!” the housekeeper begged her. 
But Carolyn lay there motionless. With horror on her 

face, Mrs. Johnson felt for a pulse beat and then drew 
back from the fallen body, ashen pale. 

For a moment she stood frozen, staring down at 
Carolyn. As realization of what had happened finally got 
through to her, she wheeled around and began racing 
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down the corridor screaming, “She’s dead! Miss Carolyn 
is dead!” 

Collinwood was an ancient estate and had known its 
full share of funerals. The private cemetery at the bot¬ 
tom of the rolling hill bore silent witness to this with its 
array of headstones and several impressive mausoleums. 
But the day of Carolyn’s funeral was perhaps the saddest 
occasion of all. It was cold for the time of year and 
cloudy. A great church bell tolled in the distance as the 
time of the funeral approached. And as the pallbearers 
carried her casket to the mausoleum, a chilly rain began. 

A group of mourners were gathered outside the mauso¬ 
leum under umbrellas. By the casket a minister intoned 
the words of the Twenty-Third Psalm: “He leadeth me 
in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. Yea, 
though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death 
I will fear no evil ...” 

The mourners stood in the rain listening to the service 
with solemn faces. The stern features of Roger Collins 
showed shock and bafflement. At his side young David 
looked uncomfortable and frightened, unable to grasp that 
Carolyn was truly dead. Julia Hoffman’s attractive fea¬ 
tures were set in a thoughtful expression, while Todd 
clearly showed his grief. He stood by a distressed Maggie 
and Jeff. Other familiar faces were there in the crowd, 
notably T. Eliot Stokes and the sheriff. The latter shifted 
his feet uneasily as the minister continued. 

“For thou art with me,” the minister droned on. “Thy 
rod and thy staff they comfort me; Thou preparest a 
table before me in the presence of mine enemies; Thou 
anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. Surely 
goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my 
life; and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord for¬ 
ever.” 

As the minister finished, the pallbearers raised the 
coffin and carried it toward the mausoleum. Elizabeth’s 
face was stolid in grief; Maggie cried as they watched. 
The big iron door was closed and bolted as the pall¬ 
bearers stood back respectfully with bared heads. Carolyn 
was gone. 
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The funeral over, the mourning group broke up rather 
quickly. They left the cemetery with sober faces and 
made their way to their respective £ars, which had been 
parked along the driveway. Julia Hoffman and Professor 
Stokes were in the vanguard of the group as they headed 
for her car. 

Professor Stokes seemed concerned as he told her, “I 
must speak to you alone.” 

Julia said, “You sound upset.” 
“I am,” he agreed. “I must talk with you at once.” 
“Why not in the car on the way into town?” she sug¬ 

gested, studying his troubled countenance. “I have to go 
to the lab.” 

“That won’t do,” Stokes said unhappily. 
“Why?” 
“I asked Sheriff Patterson if I could drive in with him. I 

hesitate to change my plans at the last minute. He might 
wonder.” 

Julia raised her eyebrows. “About what?” 
“I’ll explain that later,” Professor Stokes said. “I’ll 

come to the lab shortly.” 
“I’ll expect you.” 
He frowned. “I suspect the police and I may have two 

entirely different theories.” 
Julia stared at him curiously. “Really?” 
“I’ll go into it in detail at our meeting.” 
“I’m interested in hearing what you think,” the woman 

doctor said, standing by the open door of her car. 
Stokes gave her a sharp glance. “Oh, by the way. Do 

you happen to know why Barnabas Collins didn’t attend 
the funeral?” 

She said, “He doesn’t know about Carolyn.” 
“Doesn’t know?” 
“He’s out of town,” she explained. 
“I see,” he said, with a veiled expression on his face 

as he helped her into the car and closed the door for 
her. His tone suggested that he had some extra thoughts 
on the subject. 

Julia Hoffman was more than a brilliant researcher; 
she was deeply interested in her profession and its rela- 
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tion to humanity. She spent many more hours than were 
necessary in her lab and never tired of making experi¬ 
ments. She was especially excited about the way-out areas 
of medicine and had gone back to the great minds through 
the centuries to learn about alchemy, medieval medicine, 
witchcraft and witch doctors. She had been able to trace 
certain basic facts of the most primitive healing practices 
and fit them into the age of modern medicine. 

When she returned to her lab after the funeral she at 
once went to work on a problem which had been bother¬ 
ing her. From a refrigerator she removed a tray of blood 
samples, which she carried to a lab table. There she be¬ 
gan to carefully check each sample under a microscope. 
She took her time with this. After a while she looked 
up with a thoughtful frown, then began to re-examine all 
the specimens once more. 

She was busily engaged in this task when there was a 
knock on the lab door. She called out, “Come in.” 

The door opened and Professor Stokes entered. He 
said, “I got here as soon as 1 could.” 

“I’m glad,” she said. 
He crossed to the table and stared at the labeled blood 

samples in the box. “I’m not interrupting you?” 
“It’s all right,” she said, staring into the microscope. 

“I’ll be able to give you my full attention in a minute, 
Eliot.” 

“Do you have blood samples of all the victims?” 
She raised her head and looked at him. “Yes.” 
His eyes met hers. “Have they revealed anything to 

you?” 
A puzzled frown showed on her attractive face. “Yes, 

but I don’t know what to make of it.” 
“What do you mean?” he asked, coming over to her. 
She sighed and gestured toward the samples. “I’ve dis¬ 

covered a cell in these samples that I’ve never seen 
before. It obviously must have entered the bloodstreams 
of the victims while they were being attacked.” And she 
put her eyes back to the microscope. 

There was a pertinent pause between them before Pro¬ 
fessor Stokes asked warily, “Julia, do you believe in the 
existence of vampires?” 
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She gave him a startled look. “You’re not really seri¬ 
ous?” 

Stokes nodded gravely. “I am.” 
“And you think?” 
“I’ll tell you what I think in due time,” he said, his 

expression serious. “I’m familiar with many documented 
case histories—some even in the twentieth century.” 

“I too am familiar with the legends of vampires.” 
“Then you’ll realize all of the classic symptoms are 

present in the attacks that have occurred here.” 
Julia heard him with widened eyes. She knew all about 

the vampire theories. But here in this white-walled 
modern hospital lab they seemed to have no place. She 
found it difficult to believe that this mystery facing them 
had its roots in the murky world of ancient witchcraft. 

Swallowing hard, she said, “But, Eliot, vampires are 
only legend!” 

Professor Stokes stared at her grimly. “Julia, Carolyn 
Stoddard’s body was almost completely drained of blood. 
Isn’t that correct?” 

“Yes.” 
“Do you know of any animals in this area that attack 

people for their blood?” 
She stared at him with a disturbed expression on her 

attractive face. “Professor, this theory of yours will sound 
utterly fantastic to most people.” 

“I know it.” 
“What do the police think of it?” 
He looked bleak. “If I told the police that the creature 

they’re looking for lives by night and sleeps in a coffin 
during the day, they might question my sanity.” 

“There’s no question about that,” Julia agreed. 
“Yet I believe it true.” 
Julia turned back to her microscope, thinking. “Assum¬ 

ing that you’re right, the cell I’ve discovered would in¬ 
dicate to me that this creature, whoever it is, might be 
curable.” 

Stokes frowned. “Vampirism isn’t a disease, Julia. Vam¬ 
pires are the living dead.” 

“How could you possibly prove such a thing?” 
“I expect the proof will be forthcoming very soon,” 

he said enigmatically. 
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Julia stared at him, having no idea what he meant. 

David was still finding it hard to believe that Carolyn 
was dead. His youthful mind refused to cope with it. And 
when the weather cleared in the late afternoon he went 
off by himself to try and push the sadness of the funeral 
rites away from him. He made his way to an abandoned 
indoor swimming pool where he often went to play. 

There in the late afternoon he bounced a ball against 
the side of the empty pool. Almost unconsciously he 
began to chant as he bounced the ball against the wall. 

In a sing-songy voice he chanted, “If I catch this one, 
Carolyn isn’t dead! If I catch this one, Carolyn isn’t 
dead!” 

Finally, instead of hitting the wall, the ball caught on 
a corner and made a high bounce. It went out of the 
pool into the foyer. David sighed and went out after it. 

The indoor pool and the building around it were in a 
sad state of decay. He had been warned about going there 
but he liked the grimy, weird atmosphere of the deserted 
place. He had to move cautiously as he looked for the 
ball; the floor in that area had collapsed and there were 
only two large planks leading from the pool enclosure 
to the front door of the building. David was walking 
along the planks and looking down below the ruined floor 
for the ball. Suddenly he lost his footing and with a 
sharp cry fell down into the hole, hitting his head. The 
fall knocked him unconscious. He lay there, still. 

It was around dusk when Maggie came along the 
ground floor corridor of Collinwood toward the dining 
room. As she passed the stairs she happened to see 
Roger Collins descending. 

Roger said, “Maggie, we’ll be having dinner in a few 
minutes. Everyone else is in the gallery. Have you seen 
David?” 

“No,” she said. “He was terribly upset about the 
funeral.” 

David’s father nodded bleakly. “I sensed that.” 
“I told him he could take a nap.” 
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“Sound idea.” 
“I’ll go and get him,” she suggested. 
Roger. Collins cleared his throat. “No, never mind. Let 

him be. This has been a shattering experience for him.” 
“It really has.” 
Roger looked sad. “Somehow children think that only 

old people die. Never someone like Carolyn.” 
“I think that’s true,” she agreed. “Carolyn was young 

and so close to him.” 
“My son is better off sleeping,” he said with emotion 

in his voice. 
Maggie couldn’t help staring at him in surprise. She had 

never believed him capable of much deep feeling and 
his present sorrowful state came as a shock. She saw 
him glance at her rather guiltily as if ashamed he had 
revealed himself as an ordinary human subject to all the 
ordinary emotions. 

Roger turned from the girl and hurried off into the 
card room. There, he discovered Elizabeth sitting alone 
by the window. He went over to her and in a sympathetic 
tone said, “It’s time for dinner, Elizabeth.” 

“I’m not hungry,” she said. 
“You must try and manage some food,” her brother 

insisted. 
She looked up at him sadly. “I’d like to sit here alone 

for a while. I don’t think I could eat, Roger.” 
He took her hands and gently pulled her to her feet. 

His manner was warm and tender in contrast to his usual 
coldness. “I have never thought of you as a weak per¬ 
son, Elizabeth.” 

“I have tried not to be.” 
“All the problems of Collinwood and all the personal 

grief and trouble you’ve experienced have never broken 
you.” 

She looked away. “This is different.” 
Roger was speaking in a low, convincing manner, as 

he told her, “This may be your major challenge. Don’t 
allow it to change your gallant philosophy of life.” 

“I could lose everything and remain courageous,” 
Elizabeth said. “But not Carolyn!” 

“She is gone, Elizabeth,” he said. “But we are still 
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here. Collinwood is still here. We need you and Collin- 
wood needs you.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Elizabeth said dully. 
“But it does,” he insisted. “The task now is to resume 

our lives. You belong at the head of the table.” And he 
put his arm around her and led her out of the room. 

Darkness had cloaked the ancient estate. And the 
shadows covered David in the deep hole by the indoor 
swimming pool where he’d toppled earlier while playing 
with his ball. Now he began to slowly stir and moan. 
After a little he opened his eyes. His head was aching. 
Aching as he’d never known it to before. He touched his 
hand to it and winced at the pain. Gradually he began 
to sort out what had happened in his mind and where 
he was. 

Faint and dizzy, he struggled to his feet. The darkness 
of the deserted building frightened him. Fortunately he 
knew his way around it fairly well from his many visits 
there. He laboriously climbed up on the planking. Then 
he walked along the planks and looked into the swim¬ 
ming pool area. 

David stood there still somewhat stunned. He glanced 
up at the broken skylight through which the moon bathed 
the pool with an eerie blue light. He had no idea what 
time it was, but he knew it must be late. And he ruefully 
thought of his father’s rage at his disobeying him by 
coming to the pool and the reception he might expect at 
Collinwood. He’d missed his dinner and probably upset 
everyone as well. The sooner he got back home the 
better. He turned to leave. 

Suddenly from the distant shadows there came a thin, 
ghostly voice. “David!” 

The boy spun around and stared into the grim dark¬ 
ness of the cavernous place. He was too startled to utter 
a sound. 

The voice came again and now it had a familiar ring. 
“David!” 

He didn’t dare believe his ears. Finally managing to 
speak, he cried, “Who is it? Who’s calling me?” 

The phantom replied, “I’m here, David. Come and see 
me!” 
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David’s eyes widened with astonishment. It was 
Carolyn! Carolyn, whose body he had seen carried into 
the mausoleum only that afternoon! Carolyn, who was 
dead! 

He stared in the darkness, a frightened boy. “Carolyn? 
Is it really you?” 

“Yes. Keep coming to me, David,” the thin voice said. 
“I want so much to see you.” 

David began to move slowly along the walkway through 
the shadowed gloom. He moved past the giant pillars 
which reflected the faint moonlight, then hesitated for a 
moment. 

“Carolyn, I knew you weren’t dead! I knew it! I knew 
it!” 

The thin voice beckoned him. “Over here, David. 
Over here. I’m waiting for you.” 

David reached the end of the walkway and peered into 
the darkness. From out of a shadowed corner he saw her 
emerge and step into a shaft of moonlight in a long, trans¬ 
parent gown, her face deathly pale. She moved toward 
him slowly, her arms outstretched to him. David watched 
her with growing fear. Without understanding, he knew 
that this strange manifestation of Carolyn posed a threat 
for him. 

“Go away,” he said in a tremulous tone as he started 
to inch back from her. 

Carolyn came closer to him. “You mustn’t be afraid, 
David!” 

“You’re not really Carolyn,” he protested in a fright¬ 
ened voice as he tried to escape her. His eyes fixed on 
her in eerie fascination. 

“I’m not going to hurt you,” she said, her pale face 
showing a weird blank look, and her voice thin and un¬ 
real. 

“I don’t believe you,” the boy protested, ready to make 
a break for it and run at the first opportunity. 

Carolyn coaxed, “You know I’d never do anything to 
hurt you.” 

Now she was very near him. Suddenly she opened her 
mouth to reveal two glistening fangs as she made a grab 
for him. Horrified, David jumped out of the way and 
screamed. 
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“Stay away from me!” he cried. “You’re dead!” 
And with that he turned and ran wildly back along the 

walkway. He heard her wailing from behind him as he 
raced on but he didn’t let up his pace. As soon as he was 
outside the old building he headed across the moonlit 
lawns to Collinwood. He didn’t stop or look around. All 
he could think of was reaching the old mansion and tell¬ 
ing what he had seen. 

The atmosphere in the dining room of Collinwood was 
solemn. Mrs. Johnson served with a sad expression on 
her matronly face. Seated at the table were Elizabeth, 
Roger, Todd, Julia, Stokes and Maggie. No one seemed 
to have any desire for conversation. As a result there 
were frequently long periods of silence. 

For all the poignant grief she felt, Elizabeth managed 
to maintain a very good front before the others. She in¬ 
quired if the roast beef was sufficiently well done and 
urged them all on to enjoy the meal. She even kept up 
the pretense of eating, although little of the food on her 
own plate disappeared. 

Roger showed none of his usual coldness. He was also 
solicitous of their guests and did his best to keep the 
conversation going. “I trust we’ll have no more wet 
weather for' a while,” he said. 

Julia Hoffman picked up the cue. “So do I,” she 
agreed. “More rain could be ruinous to the farm crops 
and we’ve had quite enough of it.” 

“Especially the thunder and lightning storms,” Maggie 
spoke up, trying to do her part. “They frighten me.” 

Professor Stokes offered her one of his dignified smiles. 
“I don’t want to upset you, Miss Evans. But I believe the 
long term weather reports predict that this year we shall 
have more than the usual amount of thunderstorms. So 
you may expect one soon again.” 

Roger said, “Then I don’t put too much stock in 
weather reports. They are too often wrong.” 

Professor Stokes looked affronted. “I’m referring to the 
New York Times long term weather report, to be precise. 
And over the years I’ve seldom found it wrong.” 
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Todd, looking pale, said grimly, “We have plenty of 
things to worry about besides the weather.” They became 
silent, all thinking about Carolyn. 

“It has been a tragic year for us at Collinwood,” Eliza¬ 
beth agreed quietly. “But then, this is only a very small 
part of a large world.” 

Todd’s boyish face was almost reproachful. “It happens 
that this small area is the one nearest and dearest to 
us,” he said. “So what takes place here holds the most 
importance to our group.” 

“And rightly.” Professor Stokes nodded wisely. 
Roger glanced Jeff’s way. “Done any painting lately?” 
“No,” he replied rather awkwardly, “not since”—he 

hesitated, too late realizing what he was saying—“not 
since Nancy Hodiak was murdered.” 

There was an unhappy silence. Then Roger said 
solemnly, “That was the start of the tragedies here.” 

Julia Hoffman said quietly, “You are forgetting the 
attack on Daphne Budd.” 

“Of course!” Roger admitted with some embarrass¬ 
ment. “I don’t know why I did that.” 

Elizabeth sighed. “So much has happened in so short 
a time.” 

“True,” Stokes said. “It is my opinion that the police 
are not able to cope with this type of criminal.” 

Julia flashed him a warning glance across the table. 
“None of us are too well qualified to follow your esoteric 
deductions. I think you should save them for some other 
time.” 

The stout man took the hint and his face flamed 
crimson. “Sorry. The table is not the place to discuss such 
matters. My apologies to you all.” 

Elizabeth’s attention had been caught and she sur¬ 
prised the others by telling the professor, “I think you 
have a perfect right to talk about your deductions con¬ 
cerning the crimes at any time. After all, we are close 
friends. We are ail of us part of a close circle. No one 
should take offense. And I, for one, would be interested 
in anything you have to offer.” 

Professor Stokes looked both pleased and embarrassed. 
“That is most kind of you, dear lady,” he said. “But I 
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believe Julia is right. What I have to offer is of such small 
importance it is better postponed.” 

Roger, with a shade of his old stern manner, said, “I 
think the police are criticized too much in instances like 
this. We mustn’t be too quick to condemn them.” 

Todd commented unhappily, “Still, I maintain there 
have been enough unsolved crimes in the area. The police 
should come up with something.” 

At that moment the front door was slammed shut and 
a few seconds later a hysterical David came running into 
the dining room. He halted. 

Then he blurted out for all to hear, “I saw Carolyn! 
I saw Carolyn!” 

CHAPTER SIX 

There was a stunned silence in the big dining room. 
Elizabeth looked as if she might faint. Roger quickly 
got up and went over to David. His face was stern again. 

“What is the meaning of this?” he asked coldly. 
David looked up at him with pleading eyes. “I did, 

Father. I saw Carolyn.” 
Roger grasped him by the shoulder. “David, how dare 

you pull one of your tricks at a time like this!” 
There was a high state of tension in the atmosphere. 

No one could really blame Roger for being annoyed at 
this display of bad taste on his young son’s part. Then 
to everyone’s amazement Professor Stokes stepped for¬ 
ward to join the two. 

In a calm, reasoning voice he asked the boy, “Where 
did you see her, David?” 

“At the old swimming pool,” the boy said, grateful for 
a sympathetic ear. 

Elizabeth rose dramatically from the table, her face the 
color of chalk. Without a word to anyone she left the 
assembled group and went across to the other side of 
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the room to stare out the window. She behaved like some¬ 
one in shock. 

Now Todd was on his feet and asking, “Professor, you 
don’t believe for a minute he really saw her, do you?” 

Stokes hesitated, then said, “It is something to be gone 
into in depth.” 

Maggie came forward. “David is exhausted, hungry 
and injured. He shouldn’t be questioned in this manner 
now. Let me take him out of here and look after him;” 

The professor nodded. “You are right. All this can 
wait.” 

Maggie took the boy firmly by the hand. “Come, 
David!” 

He held back. “But, Father, I saw her. Please, believe 
me!” 

Roger, looking less stern,* said, “Go with Maggie and 
get that wound on your head fixed and cleaned up. We 
can talk about it later.” He waited until Maggie left the 
room with the boy and then he turned to the professor. 
“Well, Stokes?” 

The professor met his glance unflinchingly. “Yes. I 
think the boy was telling the truth!” 

“What?” Roger demanded. 
Todd said, “Explain yourself.” 
“I intend to,” the middle-aged man said, “if you will 

give me the opportunity.” 
Julia said, “These good friends are startled, Eliot. And 

why shouldn’t they be? They are not as well informed 
about this as you.” 

Mollified by her placating words, he said, “That is so.” 
And directing himself to Roger, he continued, “I believe 
he did see Carolyn and I suggest we try to find her 
now.” 

This amazing statement brought another wave of mur¬ 
muring among the others. Only Elizabeth remained out of 
the discussion, still standing by the window with a pale 
aloofness. 

Roger took charge of the situation and told the pro¬ 
fessor, “Eliot, I think it is shocking that you are willing 
to take seriously the hallucinations of a very upset child! 
We’re not going anywhere!” 
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Stokes drew himself to full height. “Do you not think 
me responsible?” 

“Not in this,” Roger said grimly. 
“I warn you, this must be taken seriously,” Stokes 

told him. 
Roger raised his hands in a gesture of disgust. “My 

son is suffering from shock and sorrow. That’s all there 
is to it. That an<J nothing more!” 

Todd, his handsome face stricken with grief, said, 
“Professor, Carolyn is dead.” 

Professor Stokes said gravely, “She is dead and yet 
she is alive!” 

Julia Hoffman came up to him. “Eliot, you’re not 
making out very well. Try to remember you’re not 
lecturing to students in the classroom.” 

Elizabeth left the window and came angrily across the 
room to the professor. “Eliot, if I didn’t know you to 
be a man of character and integrity, I’d ask you to 
leave this house now!” 

He looked hurt. “You also doubt me?” 
Despair showed in her lovely, worn face. “Can I help 

it?” 
Stokes looked around at all the accusing faces, which 

showed anger and contempt for him. Only Julia Hoff¬ 
man continued to look calm and resigned. 

He said unhappily, “I’m merely trying to help.” 
“You have a strange way of doing it,” Roger snapped. 
Stokes was silent for a moment as he seemed to take 

stock, then he announced, “There is a way of proving 
whether or not the boy was right.” 

Todd demanded, “How?” 
There was a dramatic silence. Then the professor said 

quietly, “By opening Carolyn’s grave.” 
Roger groaned in disgust. “Oh, my God, Eliot!” 
“It is the only way,” the professor maintained. 
Todd moved away a little and to no one in particular 

murmured, “There’s something sick about all this!” 
Elizabeth confronted the professor with a dignified 

mien. “I’m sorry, but we’re not going to discuss this any 
further tonight or at any future time!” 

Julia Hoffman went to the grief-stricken mother and 
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quietly said, “Elizabeth, I think you should listen to what 
Eliot has to say.” 

“It’s madness!” Elizabeth protested. 
“Not so much as you think,” Julia said, and she 

turned to Stokes. “You must tell them.” 
Everyone’s eyes were on him. He hesitated rather un¬ 

comfortably, seeming to feel he’d already been sub¬ 
jected to enough doubt and abuse. 

Then he said, “I doubt if they’ll listen.” 
“Try,” the woman doctor urged him. 
Stokes said, “I believe Carolyn was destroyed by a 

vampire.” 
Roger looked stunned. “A vampire?” His shock re¬ 

flected that of all the others in the room. 
“Yes,” the professor said. “And tonight she walks as 

one of the living dead.” 
Todd stared at him bitterly. “I think I’ve read about 

that subject in one of your magazine articles. Very sensa¬ 
tional! They featured it on the front cover. Some people 
will believe anything.” 

“You’d be well advised to believe this,” Professor 
Stokes warned them. 

“I seem to remember the title of the article,” Todd 
went on, savagely making fun of him in his grief-stricken 
fury. “Wasn’t it ‘Does one who dies the victim of a 
vampire return as a vampire?’ A real spine chiller!” 

“Absolutely right, Todd,” the older man said, ignoring 
the sarcasm. “It unfortunately is only too true that if one 
dies the victim of a vampire one returns as a vampire.” 

Elizabeth stared at the professor with icy contempt for 
a moment, then turned and hurriedly left the dining 
room. 

Roger glared at the pompous man. “You have hurt my 
sister very deeply. I hope you realize that, Eliot.” And he 
also left the room. 

Professor Stokes looked sad. “I’m sorry,” he apolo¬ 
gized to the departing Roger. 

Todd seemed to have regained his temper. Now he 
came to the professor and told him, “I’m sorry I blew 
up just now.” 

“It didn’t matter,” the professor said. 
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“I think it did,” Todd said in a repentant tone. “I re¬ 
spect you enough to believe almost anything you say, 
Professor. But the things Fve heard tonight.” He shook 
his head. 

“You find it hard to accept them?” 
Todd’s tone was tragic. “I don’t know how you could 

expect any sane human being to believe them.” And with 
bowed head and slumped shoulders he turned to leave. 

Stokes called out, “If you’re leaving the house, Todd, I 
must warn you to be careful.” 

He paused and looked back. “To be what?” 
“Careful.” 
“Careful?” Todd echoed, not understanding. “Of 

what?” 
“A danger that may reach out to you from the dark¬ 

ness,” the professor said solemnly. 
The young man looked impatient with him. “I don’t 

want fancy phrases. Give me facts.” 
“All right, let it be facts,” the professor agreed. “Be¬ 

cause of your particular relationship with Carolyn, you 
are the person she is most likely to seek out.” 

“Ridiculous!” Todd exclaimed. 
“I’ve warned you,” Professor Stokes said. 
Todd stared at him unhappily and then left the room, 

leaving Julia Hoffman and the professor alone. 
“I’m afraid you didn’t manage that very well, Eliot,” 

she told him. 
He regarded her helplessly. “I tried. They wouldn’t 

listen.” 
“You went about it in such a way that everything you 

said could be turned against you.” 
“You might have helped more,” Stokes accused her. 
Julia Hoffman answered frankly, “Yes, I might have. 

But I doubted that it would change things much. And I 
might have harmed my personal credibility if I’d espoused 
your cause too strongly.” 

“You are the only one with reason to think what I 
say is true.” 

“I know it. And later I’ll do my best to make them 
understand.” 

Professor Stokes gazed at the door through which Todd 
had just made his exit. “In the meantime no one listens 
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to me. That young man, Todd, is in serious danger. But 
he wouldn’t accept my warning.” 

Julia sighed. “Let us hope he’ll reconsider and be 
wary.” 

Todd was strangely confused when he left Collinwood 
and went out to his car. In the beginning there had been 
merely shock and sorrow. Now this was compounded by 
the strange things he’d heard Professor Stokes claim 
just a few minutes before. He’d long known the pro¬ 
fessor’s interest in the mystic and the supernatural. But 
he’d not expected the subject to come up in regard to 
Carolyn’s death. 

He’d found the dinner gathering at Collinwood a 
ghastly ordeal. He should have refused the invitation. He 
would have, except that being in the old mansion still 
made him feel he was that much closer to his beloved 
Carolyn. But coming to dinner had been a mistake. Eliza¬ 
beth had seemed ready to collapse several times during 
the evening. 

When the climax had come with David’s hysterical 
entrance and Maggie took the boy out of the room, Todd 
had been left with no one to take a stand for him. As 
long as Maggie had been there he’d felt he had someone 
who thought and felt much as he did. Someone of his 
own age group. With the others he felt like an outsider. 

Stokes had been more outrageous than David, soberly 
declaring he believed Carolyn had been the victim of a 
vampire and now was stalking the night herself as one of 
the living dead. It was revolting! Todd had loved Carolyn 
and he did not want to think of her in this way. Better to 
believe that Stokes was mad. 

Todd angrily got behind the wheel of his car and 
turned on the motor. He was still very upset. As he drove 
on into the night he suddenly found himself driving 
toward the gates of the cemetery where Carolyn’s funeral 
had been held. 

He brought the car to a halt near the cemetery gate 
and got out. He stood by the car for a moment, his face 
solemn, and then impulsively began walking into the 
cemetery. He moved along between the gravestones under 
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the pale moonlight, not quite understanding why he was 
there but intent on one thing and one thing only—reach¬ 
ing the mausoleum where Carolyn had been buried. 

It was as if some unseen presence were guiding him 
on, making him venture further into this city of the dead. 
He walked with a purpose, not looking to right or left, 
giving no thought to the phantoms and evil shadows of 
this lonesome place . . . until at last he came to stand 
before the mausoleum. 

He stared at it with sad eyes, his thoughts all of 
Carolyn. The night was dark and it was very quiet. He 
had never liked graveyards even in daylight, but all at 
once he found the atmosphere here peaceful and inviting. 
He felt closer to his dead love than at any time since 
he’d last said goodbye to her. He bowed his head to 
say a silent prayer. 

It was while he stood there before the mausoleum with 
bowed head and lips moving wordlessly that he suddenly 
felt the touch of something on his shoulder! He whirled 
around with a look of horror on his handsome face to 
find himself staring at a pale, ghostly Carolyn! He backed 
away from her but she followed him. 

“Oh, my God!” Todd gasped. 
He kept backing until he was against the granite wall 

of the mausoleum. Now he had nowhere to go. There 
was no chance of escape! Carolyn came to him re¬ 
lentlessly, a macabre phantom with her face white and 
expressionless. She held out her arms to him. 

“No!” he cried. 
“Todd!” she whispered softly. 
“I must be mad!” he gasped. 
She took one of his hands in hers. “See? I’m real! I’m 

here with you!” 
His terror increased with the touch of her hand. Her 

skin was ice cold and clammy. 
“Your touch is like death,” he said hoarsely, the words 

escaping his lips without thought. 
Carolyn told him in a thin voice, “Don’t be frightened, 

Todd.” 
He was staring at her in disbelief. “David said he saw 

you. No one would listen to him!” 
“Perhaps that was for the best!” 
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“But he did see you!” Todd gasped. “Just as I’m seeing 
you now!” 

“He did,” she assured him. “Think how lucky we are, 
Todd. We’re going to be together. Together in a world 
very different from the one you know now. A world 
without end!” 

A look of sheer lust came into her eyes. She opened 
her mouth, baring two great fangs, and then she pounced 
on his neck. There was a final scream of horror from the 
unfortunate Todd as she held him in the vampire em¬ 
brace. 

It was the next day. And Doctor Julia Hoffman stood 
by Todd’s bed in his hospital room. He’d been brought 
there only that morning in a barely conscious state. Now 
he tossed on the bed, talking incoherently in his semi¬ 
delirium. Julia and a nurse were giving Todd a blood 
transfusion. 

Julia said, “He seems to be a little better since the 
transfusion began.” 

“I’ve noticed that,” the nurse agreed. “He’s less rest¬ 
less.” 

Julia looked at the almost empty transfusion bottle on 
its stand. “It will be finished in a few minutes,” she 
said. 

“Yes.” 
Julia watched the stricken Todd tossing and turning 

under the sheets with a professional eye. “It may take 
some time before the blood causes any real improve¬ 
ment.” 

“What next, Doctor?” 
Julia was holding a hypodermic needle. “I have some 

injections to give him. There’ll be a regular schedule. I’ll 
begin them and leave instructions for the times they are 
to be given through the day and night.” 

“Yes, Doctor,” the nurse said seriously. Julia Hoffman 
had the reputation of being an unusually good doctor in 
cases of blood diseases. She had specialized in hematology 
at Cornell and practiced in Maine for some time. 

Julia gave Todd his first injection as soon as the nurse 
disconnected the intravenous needle. She was wiping the 
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hypodermic needle when the door opened and Roger 
Collins came in, followed by Professor Stokes. 

Roger asked, “How is he?” 
“Responding fairly well,” she said. 
“What happened?” 
“They found him wandering in the cemetery,” Julia 

said. “He was barely conscious then and he became worse 
after they brought him in.” 

Roger swallowed hard. “Carolyn?” 
“Yes,” Julia said. “If you’ll leave the room for a minute 

I have a second injection to give him.” 
The two retreated quietly as Julia returned to her pa¬ 

tient and touched the needle to his arm, giving him the 
second injection. Then she watched his face. There was 
a fresh burst of perspiration on his brow. The bandage 
covering the evil fang marks on his neck appeared to 
bulge. His head, which had been rolling back and forth, 
now became rigid. His face contorted into a mask of 
pain, the veins at his temples bulging. In a loud voice, 
he screeched, “Carolyn!” Then he suddenly went limp 
and still. 

The nurse on the opposite side of his bed gave her 
a what-does-this-mean look and asked, “What now?” 

“That was a reaction to the injection,” Julia said 
calmly. “He’ll be all right for a while, at least. He’ll 
sleep.” 

Then she left the nurse watching him and joined Roger 
Collins and Professor Stokes in the hospital corridor. 

“Did you hear him just now? The name on his lips?” 
she asked. 

Roger Collins looked pale. “Yes. He sounded de¬ 
mented.” 

“He has been through a lot,” was her reply. 
Roger’s expression was somber. “I didn’t believe but 

now 1 must. I saw the bandage on his throat. The marks 
were there?” 

“Yes,” Julia said. “The professor warned him.” 
“But he wouldn’t listen to me,” Stokes said in distress. 
Roger gave him a grim glance. “That’s not surprising. 

None of us would.” 
Professor Stokes sighed. “I can’t say that I blame 

you.” 
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“So David did see Carolyn,” Roger said. 
“Of course,” Julia said. “Only he was luckier than 

Todd. He escaped.” 
Professor Stokes gave Roger a meaningful glance. 

“Something must be done to stop her. You know that?” 
“It’s very difficult,” Roger lamented. “How to begin? 

What to say to Elizabeth?” 
“It might be better not to say anything,” Julia advised. 
“Precisely,” Professor Stokes agreed. 
“I’ll need to contact the authorities,” Roger said with 

a look of despair. “I can’t simply break into the mauso¬ 
leum.” 

“That is correct,” Professor Stokes said with a small 
frown. “These things can be awkward.” 

Julia Hoffman said, “You’ll simply have to visit the 
sheriff and tell him.” 

Roger darted an impatient glance her way. “Tell him 
that I believe my niece is a vampire? I’m sure he’d be 
impressed.” 

“You’ll have to be more subtle than that,” she ad¬ 
mitted. “Yon could begin by telling him you have a 
strange feeling about the burial.” 

Professor Stokes nodded. “No need to confide com¬ 
pletely in him at this point.” 

“That may come soon enough,” Julia Hoffman said. 
Roger still hesitated. The whole business was extremely 

distasteful to him. He disliked any kind of publicity. 
Despite all the power he wielded in the small com¬ 
munity of Collinsport, he was careful to be little seen or 
heard. Now he was being forced to take the stage under 
4 sensational spotlight. 

He gave the two a distressed look. “You’re sure I 
should go through with this.” 

“You heard Todd just now,” Julia reminded him 
quietly. 

Roger sighed. “Yes.” 
“And you know the close call David had. You want to 

protect your son.” 
“I do.” 
Professor Stokes said gravely, “Then you must investi¬ 

gate her coffin. There is no other way.” 
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“Very well,” Roger said, accepting the decision with 
a heavy heart. 

With a look of relief, Julia Hoffman told the professor, 
“You had better accompany him to the sheriff’s office.” 

Stokes glanced at Roger. “Would you like me to, Col¬ 
lins?” 

Roger nodded. “Yes. I may need you to support my 
plea.” 

The two men took their leave of Julia and the hospital. 
They used Roger’s car to take them to the office of the 
sheriff. Driving along the highway under a blazing sum¬ 
mer sun, Roger found it hard to accept the bizarre 
theory that Professor Stokes and Julia Hoffman had 
advanced. The world of vampires seemed only a legend 
in the bright light of day. 

Yet there was evidence to support Stokes’ insistence 
that the supernatural was at work. The strange attacks 
on the various young women. The weird marks found on 
Nancy Hodiak’s throat corresponded completely with 

% those found on the throat of Carolyn. And just now he’d 
seen the unfortunate Todd in his hospital bed with a 
bandage on his throat to cover the same strange punc¬ 
tures. 

Todd had cried out Carolyn’s name in a frenzied man¬ 
ner. And David was still adamant in his story that he’d 
seen the dead girl. There was nothing to be done but look 
into the mausoleum. But it must be managed in some 
way so the family would not be put in a bad light. Too 
many dark legends already were linked to Collinwood. 
And there had been too much scandal about its people! 

Roger pulled the car up before the red brick town 
hall with its white entrance pillars and white-trimmed 
windows. The sheriff’s office was in this building and the 
jail directly back of it. As he and Professor Stokes walked 
the few steps along the elm-shaded street to the entrance 
of the civic building, Roger’s tension increased.' 

“I hope we’re not being too hasty,” he said to the 
professor. 

“Further delay could bring worse problems.” 
With a heavy heart Roger mounted the outside steps 

of the building and opened the screen door leading to the 
cool shadowed foyer. The sheriff’s office was on the 
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first floor to the rear. They made their way down the cor¬ 
ridor, their footsteps echoing on the shining hardwood 
floor. 

The elderly man in the outer office of the sheriff’s 
quarters gave them a sour look. “Yes?” he asked in a 
crabbed lone. 

“Is the sheriff in?” Roger wanted to know. 
“Yep. You want to see him, Mr. Collins?” 
“If he isn’t too busy,” Roger said. 
“I reckon he can spare time for you,” the ancient clerk 

said grumpily. He rose and went out a door at the back 
of the office. The door was closed after him and so they 
had no idea what was going on in the other room. 

Roger gave the professor an uneasy look. “Not a very 
happy start,” he observed grimly. 

“You can’t turn back now.” 
The old clerk came out and nodded for them to enter. 

“The sheriff is waiting for you,” he said. 
Roger led the way into the inner office. The gnarled 

sheriff was standing at his desk with a weary expression 
on his face. Roger introduced the professor and then 
they all sat down. 

“Very sad about your niece,” the sheriff said, when the 
introductions were over. 

“Tragic,” Roger agreed. 
The sheriff looked at him directly. “I hope you don’t 

have the idea we’re being lax in following up these at¬ 
tacks and murders. I promise you that we are doing 
everything possible.” 

“I have every confidence in you,” Roger said in a 
strained voice. 

“Thank you,” the sheriff said. “We have been receiving 
some complaints from relatives of the victims. It’s hard 
to preach patience to those who have suffered such an 
ordeal, but I’m afraid that’s just what we must do.” 

Professor Stokes said, “At a time like this your official 
position is not an easy one.” 

“Indeed it is not,” the sheriff agreed. Then he gave 
Roger a questioning look. “I assume you have come here 
for my help in some way, Mr. Collins. What can I do 
for you?” 
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Roger took a deep breath. Then he said, “It’s about 
Carolyn. About her burial. I’ve had a bad dream about 
it and I’m worried.” 

The sheriff raised his eyebrows. “A bad dream?” 
“I’ve also had other misgivings,” Roger told him 

earnestly. “I have an idea the monster we’re trying to 
apprehend may possibly have a streak of the grave 
robber in him. And I have this awful feeling that my 
niece’s coffin has been despoiled.” 

The sheriff eyed him incredulously. “I don’t think that’s 
likely.” 

“Perhaps not,” Roger agreed. “But I wish you would 
indulge me in this fancy. I’d like to investigate the 
mausoleum and make certain that Carolyn’s coffin is in¬ 
tact.” 

The sheriff hesitated. “It’s a pretty unusual request,” he 
said grimly. 

“I know that,” Roger agreed. “But I’m very con¬ 
cerned. It wouldn’t take too much of your time and it 
would set my mind at rest.” 

Professor Stokes spoke up. “Mr. Collins has suffered 
a great strain. I’m of the opinion this would help him 
through this crisis.” 

The sheriff frowned. “I don’t know what to say.” 
“I’ll not trouble you again,” Roger said. “Just so long 

as I know Carolyn’s body has not been touched/’ 
There was a tense moment of silence in the small 

office. Then the sheriff said, “All right, Mr. Collins.” 
“When can we go to the cemetery?” Roger asked 

nervously. 
The sheriff shrugged. “Why not go at once and get it 

over with?” he said. It was clear by his tone that he 
thought it was a fool’s errand. 

Roger and the professor exchanged glances. And 
Roger told the sheriff, “I agree. Best to get it done right 
away!” 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

The tomb was pitch black. Then there was the grating 
sound of an iron bolt being drawn and in the next second 
the giant entrance door came open with a creaking, pro¬ 
testing sound to throw a flood of light into the dank 
place of the dead. Roger led the way with a pained 
expression on his stern face. He went directly to the 
vault where Carolyn was buried. Stokes, the sheriff and 
his deputies followed him. Roger paused before the vault 
as if reluctant to proceed any further. 

“Well, Mr. Collins,” the sheriff said dryly. 
“Yes, of course,” Roger replied as he roused himself 

to action. He opened the vault and stepped back beside 
Professor Stokes. 

The sheriff beamed a light inside to reveal the coffin. 
Then he nodded as a signal to the deputies. They grimly 
entered the vault to remove the coffin and set it on the 
floor. They stepped back with a hint of awe in their 
faces. To them this represented a rude intrusion of the 
dead. There was another moment of tense hesitation. 

The sheriff said, “Let’s not waste time, Mr. Collins.” 
Roger turned to Stokes. “Would you proceed, Eliot?” 
“Very well,” the stout man said with a sigh. He wore 

a grim expression as he reached down and lifted the 
lid of Carolyn’s coffin. The sheriff came close and shone 
his flashlight into the coffin. There was a chorus of 
startled gasps but nothing was said. All except Stokes 
were shocked beyond words. Silence hung over the 
macabre scene again. 

Then a shadow fell across the room. Roger was the 
first to notice and he turned to glance at the entrance 
to the mausoleum. Elizabeth was standing there with a 
look of shock and outrage on her attractive face. 

Roger gasped, “Elizabeth!” 
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She came part way in to them, her eyes blazing with 
anger. “You knew how I felt about this, Roger! And yet 
you came here anyway! You allowed these men to dese¬ 
crate her grave!” 

Roger crossed to her. Distress shadowed his aristo¬ 
cratic face. He made a futile gesture and said, “I don’t 
know how to tell you this!” 

“I’m not interested in anything you have to say! You 
are to get these men out of here and let my daughter 
rest in peace!” 

“Elizabeth, you must listen to me,” he insisted. “Eliot 
Stokes was right. Carolyn’s coffin is empty!” 

For a long moment Elizabeth stared at him with wild¬ 
eyed shock. As the full impact of his words got through 
to her she backed toward the door in horrified silence. 

Then her hysteria broke and she screamed, “No! I 
will never believe that! I will never believe it!” 

That night a strange scene took place in the dark 
basement of the Old House. Two coffins rested close to 
each other. One of them was open, while the other 
remained closed. Soon there was a slight motion of the 
lid of the closed coffin and very slowly it raised. Carolyn 
was inside it. Her eyes opened and she sat up. Then she 
got out of the weird resting place to confront an irate 
Barnabas. 

The gaunt face of the handsome British cousin showed 
anger. He said, “You are never to go near Todd again!” 

Pale-faced and ghostly, Carolyn replied, “I want him 
and I’m going to have him. I need him.” 

Barnabas gripped her arm and drew her close to him. 
In a taut voice he told her, “Not only are you going to 
leave Todd alone, but you are not to touch anyone at 
Collinwood. Is that clear?” 

“I don’t have to listen to you,” Carolyn retorted. 
He glared at her and then turned and called out, 

“Willie!” 
A moment later Willie appeared at the head of the 

stairs and came down to them. He seemed uneasy as he 
halted a short distance from where they stood. 

“Yes, sir,” he said meekly. 
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“See that she does not leave this room!” Barnabas 
ordered him. 

Later that night there was a conference in the main 
house of Collinwood between Barnabas, Roger, Maggie 
and Jeff. Barnabas was the last to join the group. Roger 
was clearly showing the ordeal of the past few days and 
nights. 

He gave Barnabas a concerned look. “You shouldn’t 
have come through the woods alone,” he told him. “You 
were taking a terrible chance.” 

“I had to come,” Barnabas said. 
Jeff gave him a direct, questioning look. “Why weren’t 

you here yesterday?” 
Roger intervened, “I don’t think it bears further dis¬ 

cussion.” 
Barnabas said quietly, “I don’t mind answering Jeff’s 

question. I was called out of town on an urgent matter. 
I wasn’t able to get back. I would have liked to have 
been here.” 

Maggie gave Jeff a meaningful look. And she told 
Barnabas, “It would have been better if you had been 
able to manage it.” 

Roger sighed. “Elizabeth is shattered by all that has 
happened.” 

“Why shouldn’t she be?” Barnabas agreed. “Where is 
she? I’d like to see her.” 

As he finished speaking, Julia Hoffman came into the 
room. And she told Barnabas, “I’m afraid you won’t be 
able to see Elizabeth tonight. I’ve just given her another 
sedative. She’s sleeping now.” 

Maggie asked, “Julia, how is Todd?” 
Julia moved across the drawing room to her. “About 

the same. He’s also under sedation and sleeping.” Then 
she went to the other side of the room to get her purse 
and take her compact out of it. 

Barnabas was studying her closely. “Oh? You’ve moved 
Todd here?” 

She nodded. “Yes.” 
“Is that wise?'’ he asked. 
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Her eyes met his. “Yes, we think it is.” She paused 
rather dramatically before adding, “Eliot Stokes thinks 
that Carolyn will try to get to Todd tonight.” 

“He seriously believes that?” Barnabas asked. 
“Yes,” she said. 
“I see,” Barnabas said worriedly as Julia moved closer 

to him. She opened her compact and began studying her 
make-up. 

Maggie spoke up, “I don’t even want to think about 
it. I just wish they’d find the one who started all this.” 

Roger frowned. “They’ll find him, don’t worry.” He 
glanced Jeff’s way. “I hope you’re not planning to go 
back to your studio tonight, Jeff.” 

Jeff said, “No. Mrs. Johnson has fixed a room for me.” 
“Good,” Roger said. “Barnabas, I think you should 

stay the night at Collinwood, too.” 
As he discussed this with Barnabas, the others re¬ 

mained silent. Julia went on fixing her face and studying 
the mirror of her compact. All at once her face drained 
of color. She stared into the mirror with disbelieving 
eyes. The group behind her were reflected in it. The 
group, that is, except Barnabas! His image did not show 
in the small mirror! 

Barnabas was saying, “No, I must get back to the 
old house. I have work to do.” 

Julia turned and looked at the group, shocked by her 
weird discovery. She watched Barnabas with a new light 
in her eyes . . . studied him in a way she never had 
before. 

Roger worried, “But it’s dangerous going through those 
woods alone.” 

Julia pretended to be finishing her make-up. She 
turned again and once more looked in the mirror. Again 
there was no reflection of Barnabas. She closed the com¬ 
pact and stood there frozen. 

Barnabas addressed the group, “On the way here I 
encountered half a dozen of the sheriff’s deputies. The 
estate is being well patrolled.” 

“There still is a great risk,” Roger said. “Even that 
many men can’t be everywhere at once.” 

“Nothing will happen to me,” Barnabas assured him 
with a grim smile. “I’ll say goodnight.” 
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Maggie looked at him with deep interest. “Goodnight, 
Barnabas.” 

He took her hand and bent to kiss it. “Goodnight, my 
dear,” he said with emotion. Jeff, who was watching, 
eyed him jealously. 

Roger said, “I’ll see you to the door, Barnabas. There 
are a few things I’d like your opinion on.” 

“By all means,” Barnabas said graciously. And the 
two men went out into the entrance hall together. 

Maggie and Jeff were left in the drawing room with 
Julia. Maggie moved to Jeff and in a low voice that 
Julia couldn’t hear asked him, “May I ask you why you 
were so rude to Barnabas?” 

In the same low tone Jeff said hotly, “I asked a per¬ 
fectly valid question. What’s wrong with that?” 

“It was the way you asked it. Your tone of voice!” 
Julia watched them from the corner of her eye. She 

was aware that they were having a difference of opinion, 
but didn’t say anything. She did not want to embarrass 
them and was still stunned by her discovery about Barn¬ 
abas. 

Jeff said, “Doesn’t it strike you odd that none of us 
really knows anything about Barnabas Collins?” 

“I think we know enough,” Maggie said. 
Jeff turned. “What about you, Doctor? How do you 

feel about it?” 
Julia pretended not to hear. 
Jeff addressed her in a louder voice. “Dr. Hoffman?” 
She pretended to hear him for the first time. “Yes?” 
“Are you feeling all right?” he asked with concern. 
“Why do you say that?” Julia inquired nervously. 
He stared at her. “You’re pale. You’re sure you’re 

not ill?” 
“Very sure,” she said. “Would you excuse me? I told 

Professor Stokes I’d come back and have another look 
at Todd.” 

“Of course,” Maggie said. 
“Thank you,” she said with a forced smile and left 

the room. 
Jeff stared after her. “What do you make of that?” 
“Of what?” Maggie wanted to know. 
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He was indignant. “Surely you noticed? She suddenly 
seemed to have some sort of spell. I’d swear she is either 
ill or she was frightened by something.” 

Maggie gave him a mocking look. “Another mystery! 
You see dark shadows everywhere lately.” 

“I’m not imagining it!” he protested. 
“You’re suspicious of Barnabas and suspicious of 

Julia,” Maggie said with derision. “The next thing you’ll 
be suspicious of me!” 

“I will be, if you close your eyes to what is happening 
around here as you’re doing now.” 

She gave him a small smile. “I think I know what is 
wrong with you.” 

“What?” 
“You’re jealous of Barnabas! That’s why you’re sud¬ 

denly seeing mystery in everyone and everything! I 
thought you were more grown-up, Jeff!” 

Jeff became angry. “I suppose you think I’m just a boy 
now beside the mature charm of Cousin Barnabas. I 
think he’s a jaded, cynical fraud.” 

“You would!” she said scornfully. “I find him charm¬ 
ing!” 

Jeff glowered at her. “Then there’s no use our discussing 
him. We’ll never see him with the same eyes!” 

Barnabas lost no time making his way back to the old 
house. His gaunt, handsome face wore a strained expres¬ 
sion as he moved swiftly through the night shadows, a 
romantic figure in his caped coat with his silver-headed 
black cane swinging in his hand. When he entered the 
darkened house he at once took the corridor to the steps 
leading to the cellar. 

He descended the steps to the cellar area and stared 
about him. Seeing no one, he called out, “Carolyn, where 
are you?” He waited for a reply. There was none. 

He stood there in the shadows with the concern on 
his face growing. He moved further on, calling out, 
“Carolyn, are you here?” 

Again there was no response. He stared into the near 
darkness and then saw a movement that caught his 
attention. He went ahead to discover Willie on the floor. 

“Willie!” Barnabas exclaimed. And he knelt by him. 
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There was blood running from Willie’s neck. He 
opened his eyes and looked up at Barnabas despairingly. 
There was no need for him to tell Barnabas what had 
happened. It was all too clear. 

Barnabas demanded urgently, “Willie! Where is she?” 

Todd was sleeping in a bed on the second floor of 
Collinwood. When Julia Hoffman realized his danger she 
took every precaution she could to make sure he would 
be safe. Now a deputy strolled up and down the dimly 
lighted corridor outside Todd’s room and another deputy 
was posted in the room with the young man. 

The man on duty in the corridor paused in front of 
Todd’s room to open the door and check that all was well 
inside. He saw the other deputy standing by Todd’s 
bedside. Satisfied, he shut the door again and went down 
the corridor in the opposite direction to another room 
where the sheriff and Professor Stokes had set up head¬ 
quarters, complete with a two-way radio. 

Entering this temporary base of operations, the deputy 
found the sheriff and the Professor seated by the radio. 
“Everything’s fine,” he reported. “He’s still sleeping.” 

“Good,” the sheriff said. “Keep a sharp eye on every¬ 
thing.” 

The deputy nodded. “Yes, sir.” And he went on back 
to his station in the corridor. 

The sheriff glanced at Stokes. “It’s getting kind of 
late.” 

“Yes.” 
“Do you still think she’ll show tonight?” 
Professor Stokes looked grim. “Yes.” He indicated a 

small black leather bag. “And when she does we’ll be 
ready for her.” 

“I’m worried,” the sheriff said. 
“Why?” 
“About that Todd.” 
“What about him?” Professor Stokes asked sharply. 
The sheriff lifted a hand in a tired gesture. “I still feel 

we’re taking a terrible chance with that boy’s life.” 
“I agree, George,” Professor Stokes said, “but there 

is no other way.” 
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“You’re positive?” 
“Yes. He’s the only one that can lead us to her.” 
“I see,” the sheriff said with a troubled face. He was 

still not quite able to grasp the full horror of the situa¬ 
tion, still hoping it might be settled in some simple way. 

“Your men are all dependable?” Stokes asked. 
“Hand picked.” 
“There won’t be any mistakes, will there?” 
The sheriff sighed. “Don’t worry, Eliot. I’ve instructed 

them as you told me.” 
Professor Stokes frowned. “You explained about the 

cross, the protection that holy symbol will give them?” 
“Yes. I know they think I’m out of my head,” the 

sheriff said ruefully, “but I drilled it into them. They’ve 
been told the cross will give them all the protection they 
need.” 

“Then we can only go on waiting,” Professor Stokes 
said wearily. 

Jeff was on the ground floor staring unhappily out 
the library window. The landscaped lawns of Collinwood 
were cloaked in darkness. He was worried about his near¬ 
quarrel with Maggie and wondering if he’d made a mistake 
in deciding to remain at Collinwood for the night. 

Julia and Roger were seated behind him in the elegantly 
decorated room having a quiet conversation. He turned 
to see Maggie come into the room. The pretty governess 
came slowly across the room to stand by him. He hoped 
that she was no longer annoyed with him. At any rate 
she seemed perfectly calm. 

Roger suddenly rose from his easy chair and crossed 
to the fireplace with an air of frustrated despair. “If only 
we knew who did this to her!” 

Julia sat very erect in her chair, a shadow on her 
attractive face. “I know how you feel, Roger,” she mur¬ 
mured. 

Maggie stared at Roger. “You really believe Carolyn 
is wandering around in the darkness?” 

“I have to,” Roger said. “She wasn’t in her coffin.” 
“There could be other explanations ” Maggie insisted. 

“Perhaps a mad grave robber?” 
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“Professor Stokes doesn’t think so,” was Roger’s un¬ 
happy reply. 

Jeff was staring out the window again. “The thing that’s 
so frightening is knowing that Carolyn is out there some¬ 
where right now.” 

As this conversation went on in the library, everything 
seemed reasonably quiet on the grounds of the old man¬ 
sion. The only sound that could be heard was the low 
moaning of the wind. The giant trees swayed slightly, 
their dark branches barely visible against the night sky. 
From the road leading from Collinsport the headlights 
of a car showed. The headlights came closer, flooding 
the blackness with their bright beam. It was a police car 
engaged in a special patrol. 

The driver spoke into the two-way radio, saying, “Just 
finished checking the north section. Nothing to report; 
we’re coming in.” 

From the room on the second floor of Collinwood the 
sheriff’s voice came rasping over the car’s speaker. “Okay, 
Alex, check with me when you get here.” 

Just then the other officer in the patrol car uttered a 
loud exclamation and grabbed the driver, who gave the 
wheel a wild twist! What they saw was Carolyn standing 
in the beam of the headlights, her pale ghostly figure 
spotlighted there on the road directly ahead of them. 
The officer at the wheel made a desperate attempt to 
avoid striking her. 

His foot plunged down on the brake as the other 
officer screamed advice. The wheels screeched and then 
the car went completely out of control. A huge tree 
loomed in front of the crazily veering vehicle and then 
they crashed into it. 

The sounds of the crash came through on the speaker 
of the two-way radio in the headquarters on the second 
floor of Collinwood. Stokes and the sheriff exchanged 
stunned glances and then together jumped up and ran 
to the window. They stood looking out at the wreck 
with their faces glowing from the reflection of the blazing 
car. Then the sheriff went back to the radio and franti¬ 
cally manipulated the controls. 

“Stevens! Nixon!” he cried into the radio. “Get out 
there! Save those two!” 
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The sound of the wreck brought Jeff and Maggie run¬ 
ning out of the library to the entrance hall, with Roger 
Collins and Julia following. They all rushed out into the 
night, the darkness now tinged with a rosy light as torch- 
like flames from the burning car shot up to the sky. 

The deputy at the window of Todd’s room gazed out 
at the scene of havoc with an expression of shocked 
concern. For a while he completely forgot the patient 
in the bed near him. Slowly something seemed to take 
over Todd. He showed a strange intensity on his youthful 
face, his eyes staring madly. Then he began to stir and 
rise up in the bed. 

So absorbed was the deputy by the wreck that he took 
no notice of this. Nor was he aware of Todd leaving the 
bed and coming stealthily toward him. All at once Todd 
was at his back and floored him with a blow to his head. 
The deputy collapsed to the carpet without a word. 

Todd left his room. He stopped momentarily as he 
reached the hall parallel to the first floor landing. As 
he passed this spot there was another policeman with 
his back to him, looking out the window of the first floor 
landing. Moving cautiously, Todd managed to get by 
him unnoticed. 

He continued on, a weird figure in the softly lighted 
corridor, until he reached the entrance to Carolyn’s 
room. There he halted. He was concerned to discover 
the sheriff and Stokes in the room watching out the 
window. The sheriff was keeping control of the situation 
over the two-way radio. Todd moved on into the back 
hallway without them being aware of his presence. 

On the second floor landing, one of the deputies moved 
away from the window where he’d been watching the 
burning car and resumed his patrol of the corridor. When 
he reached the door of Todd’s room he saw that it was 
open. He was shocked as he watched the deputy on duty 
in there shaking his head in a dazed fashion as he lifted 
himself up from the floor. 

Confusion reigned around the scene of the burning 
car. Both of the officers in it had been thrown from the 
vehicle by the force of the impact. Had they landed on 
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hard asphalt this could have been fatal for them, but 
fortunately they had struck the comparatively soft surface 
of the lawns. But one of them was unconscious and the 
other was in shock and seemed to have a broken leg. 

Dr. Julia Hoffman at once rushed forward to attend 
to their injuries. Roger, Jeff and Maggie stood a distance 
away with several other officers. The intense heat from 
the burning car kept them from getting really close. 

Roger turned to one of the officers. “Is an ambulance 
on its way?” 

The young policeman nodded. “Sheriff has called the 
Ellsworth Hospital to send one. Good thing there was 
a doctor here.” 

“I know it,” Roger said grimly. “Any idea how badly 
off those two are?” 

“Mike is still out of it,” the policeman said. “And I 
think Alex is only suffering from shock. They’re lucky 
to be alive.” 

Roger sighed. “No doubt about that.” 
“Any idea what happened to cause the wreck?” Jeff 

asked. 
The officer looked odd. “It’s a mystery. I’ve talked to 

Alex but he’s still confused. He raved on about seeing 
someone in the road. They tried to swing the car and 
avoid running whoever it was down. At least that’s what 
he says. It could be just raving.” 

Roger gave him a sharp look. “Later on you’ll probably 
get a better account of it.” 

“No question of that,” the officer said. “Looks as if you 
had a good chance of losing that tree.” 

“Unfortunate,” Roger said. “But nothing compared to 
the fact two lives could have been lost. I hope that ambu¬ 
lance gets here quickly.” 

“Shouldn’t take long,” the officer said, his eyes on the 
fire again. It was now beginning to ease some. 

Julia Hoffman came back to Roger, her pleasant fea¬ 
tures highlighted by the fire’s rosy tint. “I’ve done all I 
can for them.” 

“Will he live?” Roger asked. 
“He should,” Julia said. “Unless he has injuries I 

don’t know about. Only an X-ray can tell.” 
Jeff turned to Maggie. “This has been some night.” 
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“It has,” she was quick to agree. 
As they talked a fugitive Todd was hiding in the shrub¬ 

bery near the main building watching them. As soon as 
their attention was fixed on the accident he made a break 
for it and sneaked off into the darkness. 

The sheriff had come out onto the grounds and was 
now giving staccato instructions via the radio microphone. 
Professor Stokes, Jeff and the injured driver, Alex, were 
standing next to him. Julia, Maggie and others were in 
the background. 

Alex, the driver, was saying, “We looked up. She was 
there. Just standing there.” 

“That’s when you left the road?” the sheriff said. 
“Yes,” the driver told him. 
The sheriff spoke into the microphone again. “Every 

building on the property must be searched. We know 
Todd’s on his way to her.” 

Roger joined the group and went to Julia. He glanced 
down and watched her looking after the injured officer. 
“Is he going to be all right?” 

Julia said, “I think so. Someone should look in on 
Elizabeth.” 

“I already did,” Roger assured her. “She’s still under 
sedation.” 

“Just as well,” Julia said, turning to give her attention 
to the injured officer. “That ambulance should be here 
soon now.” 

Todd had escaped notice at the scene of the accident 
and now he was stumbling through the nearby thicket. 
He was confused but knew he had a rendezvous to keep 
with Carolyn. Nothing must interfere with that meeting. 

“Carolyn!” he cried as he pushed through the woods, a 
dazed expression on his face. “Carolyn!” 

Not far away, standing by a wihdow of the Collin wood 
stable was Carolyn. Her pale, phantom face peered out 
into the night. There was an air of extreme concentration 
about her. 

In a thin voice, she chanted, “I am waiting for you, 
Todd. You will find me. Come to me. Come to me!” 
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Through some weird miracle of extrasensory perception 
the message was received by the dazed and wandering 
fugitive. He suddenly took on new purpose and made 
his way out of the brush to head directly for the stable. 
It wasn’t a long distance. Soon he was passing the car¬ 
riages and old sleighs in the murky lower level of the 
stable. Glassy-eyed, Todd was pulled through the shadowy 
place by that chanting voice in the recesses of his mind. 
Carolyn must be near! He was sure of that. 

He wavered uncertainly, trying to get the message clear 
as her pleading echoed through Jhis brain. Then he began 
moving slowly toward the stairs leading to the upper 
level of the stable. He began to ascend the stairs like a 
sleepwalker. 

Reaching the dark isolation of the second floor of the 
stable, he paused and stared into the shadows. He called 
out, “Carolyn! Carolyn, where are you?” 

A distance from him her willowy, white-clad figure 
emerged from the blackness to stand in a shaft of pale 
moonlight. Todd began moving toward her. She raised 
her arms to him as she continued to draw him. 

He walked slowly to her like someone in a trance, 
unconscious or uncaring of what his fate might be. 

Carolyn continued to beckon to him. Then, as he came 
up to her, there was a quick change in her attitude. Her 
mouth opened and her vampire fangs were revealed. 
With a sudden lunge she imbedded her teeth in his 
throat! 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

The licking flames ebbed around the wrecked police 
car. Almost total darkness returned to the grounds of 
Collinwood. But there were excited islands of activity 
throughout the estate as flashlights cut blazing paths in 
the shadows and policemen continued their search for 
Carolyn. A half dozen of the state police passed through 
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the archway and reached the stable area. Three of them 
went directly into the stable while the others fanned out 
in their search outside. 

Of the three who went into the stable, two devoted 
themselves to poking about the lower level. The third 
policeman left the others and headed for the stairs which 
Todd had just ascended. 

The officer cautiously made his way up the stairs and 
then shone his flashlight around the big room. He saw 
nothing. Satisfied that no one was there, he started back 
down. 

What he had missed were the figures of Todd and 
Carolyn hidden behind a pile of old furniture. Todd was 
on the floor with Carolyn over him, greedily sucking the 
blood from his throat. Then he stirred and moaned. His 
arm swung out in a futile gesture, knocking over a piece 
of the furniture. 

The policeman was part way down the stairs when 
the sound caught his ear. He at once halted and looked 
back upstairs with an alert expression on his lean face. 
Then he turned and started back up again. 

When he reached the second level once more, his 
searching flashlight revealed a glimpse of Carolyn’s white 
dress on the floor at the other side of the room. From 
an inner pocket he removed the cross the sheriff had 
provided and began carefully crossing toward Carolyn 
and Todd. 

At the same time he shouted to the others below, “Up 
here! Up here!” 

Carolyn at once reacted to his cries. She let Todd go 
free and started to rise, a desperate fear in her eyes as 
she crouched there more like a renegade animal at bay 
than the lovely young woman she had once been. 

“Hurry!” the officer shouted to his fellows as he moved 
warily in the direction of the maddened girl. 

There were answering cries and heavy footsteps as 
the other policemen came up the stairs. Within , a matter 
of a few minutes seven policemen had reached the upper 
level of the stable and were fanning out in an arc across 
the room, slowly advancing on Carolyn. 

“The crosses!” the first policeman reminded the others, 
brandishing his own. 
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The others at once produced the crosses the sheriff 
had given them. Now with tense faces they spotlighted 
Carolyn with their battery of flashlights. Todd was on 
one knee in front of Carolyn and there was blood drip¬ 
ping from his throat. He was staring in protective defiance 
at the steadily advancing police. 

The sheriff’s car came to a screeching stop in front of 
the stable door. The sheriff, Professor Stokes, Roger and 
Jeff piled out, as a policeman motioned them inside. 

By the time they reached the tense atmosphere of the 
second level, Carolyn and Todd were completely hemmed 
in by the police. Professor Stokes moved forward, carry¬ 
ing the same small black leather bag that he had with 
him in the main house of Collinwood. 

Panic shadowed Carolyn and Todd’s faces. Then Car¬ 
olyn roughly pulled away from the young man and tried 
to make a break for it. She got as far as the center of the 
room. She hesitated, gazing this way and that, frantic 
to find an escape route, crouched against her attackers. 
But everywhere she turned there was an officer blocking 
her way. The circle of men closed in on her. Then Todd 
broke through in a frenzied attempt to reach her. 

As two of the men blocked his way, he shouted, “Stay 
away from her! I won’t let you take her!” He was still 
desperately in love with her, not realizing that the Carolyn 
he’d known had become quite another creature—one 
of the living dead who was ready to turn him into a 
vampire like herself. 

Jeff and several of the police seized Todd and held 
him. He continued to struggle but his efforts to free 
himself soon became weaker. He’d been robbed of 
strength by loss of blood. 

T. Eliot Stokes warned them, “Hold him. Don’t let 
him near her again! It’s our only hope of saving him.” 

Then the professor turned back to Carolyn, who was 
retreating in terror. The circle of police had forced her 
into a corner. The professor and the sheriff were near 
her and the sheriff suddenly moved forward and grabbed 
her arm. As he did so, an expression of horror crossed 
his face. Carolyn had exposed her fangs! 

He quickly shoved a cross in her face. The men caught 
hold of Carolyn and despite her resistance forced her 
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down on the floor. She continued to fight back like a wild 
animal, but they finally pinned her arms and feet down. 

“Hold her,” Professor Stokes exclaimed breathlessly 
as he opened his small black bag to remove a stake and 
hammer from it. 

“What now?” the sheriff asked. 
“The most important thing of all,” Stokes said, the 

stake and hammer in hand as he approached Carolyn. 
A new degree of terror showed on the once lovely face. 
She began to scream like a mad woman. 

Stokes hovered over her, the deadly weapon in his 
hands. “Ready!” 

She writhed and screamed continuously as he poised 
the stake over her heart. For a moment it seemed the 
police would not be able to restrain her. Stokes raised 
the hammer. 

From beside him Roger called out, “No!” There was a 
look of sheer anguish on his face. 

“It has to be,” Stokes shouted. 
Roger begged, “No, Eliot, don’t do it! You can’t destroy 

her like this! There must be some other way!” 
“No!” he said. 
“Please!” Roger begged and grasped the arm that was 

about to wield the hammer. 
Stokes attempted to shake off the restraining hand. 

“There is no other way, Roger! You must believe that!” 
Sheriff Patterson moved in. “All right, Collins,” he 

said harshly and he removed Roger’s hand from the pro¬ 
fessor’s arm. 

“My God!” Roger turned away and covered his face 
with his hands. 

“Go on, Professor!” the sheriff cried, steadying Roger 
at the same time. 

Professor Stokes readied the stake and hammer again. 
He tried to avoid gazing into Carolyn’s terror-stricken 
eyes. Yet he couldn’t escape her look of burning hatred. 

Then his hand brought the hammer down and it 
smashed into the stake, driving it into Carolyn’s chest. 
A gush of ruby-red blood came spurting out. Carolyn’s 
face became distorted and she let out an unearthly 
shriek. Todd let out a wild, half-crazed scream and col¬ 
lapsed at the same instant. 
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Professor Stokes gazed grimly at Carolyn’s limp body. 
The stake had been driven through her heart. Blood con¬ 
tinued to ooze from her chest. Her eyes were closed and 
her face had become serene. Her beauty returned in death. 
It was clear from the repose of the lovely face that she 
was at peace finally. 

Professor Stokes glanced at the shattered Roger who 
was standing over her. “It was the only way, Roger. See 
how peaceful she is now.” 

“I see,” Roger mumbled brokenly. 
“With treatment and care Todd may be saved,” Stokes 

promised. 
“How can I tell Elizabeth? Make her understand?” 

Roger asked. 
“She couldn’t want her to continue existence as a vam¬ 

pire,” Professor Stokes reasoned. 
Roger’s eyes met the professor’s. “Is this the end of 

the horror?” 
Stokes looked grim. “Not until we learn who infected 

Carolyn with this evil taint,” he said. 

In the days that followed a kind of order was restored 
to the ancient forty-room mansion of Collinwood. But 
Todd still hovered near death, though Professor Stokes 
insisted the young man would recover. The sheriff and 
his deputies continued to scour the area in the hope of 
locating the original vampire. 

Elizabeth was broken-hearted at the fate of her only 
daughter. Roger neglected his business to devote more 
time to comforting his distressed sister. One afternoon he 
traced her to Carolyn’s room where he found her sitting 
and staring disconsolately at her dead daughter’s bed. 
Roger moved into the room and stood rather helplessly 
beside her. 

“Elizabeth!” he said. 
“Please go,” she begged him. “I want to be here alone.” 
“This is morbid,” he said. “You’re only making your¬ 

self more unhappy.” 
“Don’t interfere, Roger.” 
“I can’t stand by and see you destroy yourself,” he 
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argued. “I know Carolyn wouldn’t have wanted it this 
way.” 

She gave him a look. “How can you quote Carolyn? 
Pretend to know her wishes? You stood by and saw her 
murdered!” Her voice broke and she bowed her head. 

“It wasn’t murder! She was already dead!” 
“No!” 
“That is so, Elizabeth,” he said firmly. “You must 

get that through your head.” 
“You might have saved her.” 
“I would have saved her, but not the evil thing she 

had become,” he said. 
Elizabeth grieved. “My little girl.” 
“You can’t go on sitting here like this,” Roger said. 

“She is finally at rest now. You must accept that. And 
you must try to live with it.” 

She didn’t move or speak. There was total despair on 
her face. Then the door opened quietly and Julia Hoffman 
came in. Her expression told Roger she wanted to speak 
to him privately. 

He turned to his sister. “I want you to think of the 
things I’ve said,” he begged her. “And we’ll have another 
talk later.” Elizabeth made no reply and he quietly left 
her and joined Julia in the hallway. 

When the door was closed after them he said bleakly, 
“I’ve been trying to reason with her.” 

Julia showed concern. “Has she spoken yet?” 
“A few words. Most of the time she says nothing. Just 

sits there and says nothing.” 
“That’s bad.” 
“I know,” Roger said grimly. “I’m not sure she hears 

what I say. She’s completely closed herself off.” 
“Keep trying,” the woman doctor urged. “She’s still in 

a kind of shock.” 
“That’s obvious.” 
“If you were able to get even a few words from her 

now, you may be able to manage more later.” 
“I’ll not give up,” Roger said with despair. “I feel too 

much responsibility.” 
“You had the courage to do the right thing.” 
“I try to tell myself that,” he said. “Any news from 

the sheriff?” 
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“No.” 
Roger looked at her with chagrin. “Who is it, Julia? 

Who is the monster? He must be found and destroyed 
as Carolyn was.” 

Julia knew the strain Roger Collins had been under, 
and she doubted that he was in any shape to cope with 
any more shocking discoveries at the moment. So she 
did not divulge the many thoughts concerning the threat 
which had been gathered in her mind since the night 
she’d looked into her compact mirror and had not seen 
Barnabas’ image. 

She left Roger and went down the corridor to the 
gallery, where she found Professor Stokes. She went in 
and joined him. 

He greeted her pleasantly. “Oh, Julia, I’ve been looking 
for you. Have you learned anything more about that cell 
you discovered in the blood samples?” 

“No. I haven’t had time to do any research.” 
Stokes looked anxious. “Do you think you might get 

back to it today? Since we have no idea what it is we’re 
looking for, we need all the help we can get.” 

“I am going to do some more work at once, Eliot.” 
He smiled his approval. “Excellent. I hate to ask you 

to sacrifice so much to this. But you realize how urgent 
it is.” 

“I do.” 
“Let us trust we can soon solve the mystery and bring 

it all to an end,” he sighed. 
“Let us hope so,” she agreed. “I’m on my way to the 

hospital now.” 
Yet she had other plans and other destinations in mind. 

And at dusk that evening she made her way to the old 
house where Barnabas and his servant, Willie Loomis, 
lived. 

She halted a few feet from the entrance and watched 
the sun moving close to the horizon. Then with a look 
of determination on her attractive face she went to the 
door and knocked. 

In the depths of the cellar Willie heard the knock. He 
was baffled and annoyed, but set off to answer the door. 
When he opened it, Julia took him by surprise and 
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barged in before he could say a word. He stood there 
gaping at her and looking more flustered than usual. 

He gasped, “Dr. Hoffman, I’m afraid you can’t come 
in right now!” 

Julia was all assurance. “I’m in, Willie. Would you 
tell Mr. Collins I’d like to see him?” 

Willie looked uneasy. “He ain’t here. He’s away. He’s 
in Portland on business.” 

She let him see she didn’t believe him and in a sharp 
tone demanded, “When will he be back?” 

“I don’t know,” Willie stammered, “I don’t. He didn’t 
say!” 

Julia smiled sourly. “Shouldn’t be too long now, should 
it, Willie?” 

He gaped again. “What do ya mean?” 
“The sun just went down.” 
“That don’t make sense,” Willie protested. 
“I think it does.” 
“You’d better go,” Willie warned her. “He won’t like 

it if he comes and finds you here.” 
“He might like it less if I went without seeing him,” 

Julia said. 
“I don’t understand you,” Willie said worriedly. 
She gave him another of her sour smiles. “I don’t 

expect you to.” 
“Come back when Mr. Barnabas is here,” the servant 

pleaded. 
“Strange,” she said. “I have the feeling he is here now.” 
“Do you really?” The question came to her from the 

door at the rear of the house. She glanced quickly and 
saw that it was Barnabas, a thin smile on his lips. “How 
astute of you, Doctor.” 

Willie looked at them nervously. “He just came back.” 
“Yes,” Barnabas said in his clipped British accent, 

“that is so. I have just returned. And you may go, Willie. 
That will be all.” 

Willie hesitated, then with a gulp said, “Yes, sir.” 
When they were alone Barnabas said, “You wanted 

to see me, Doctor?” 
“Yes.” 
He continued to smile at her. “I’m delighted. It’s not 

often I have such a charming visitor. You must pardon 
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the condition of this house. The restoration is coming 
slowly.” 

She said, “You’ve taken on a huge and expensive 
task.” 

He shrugged. “Money isn’t important to me. And I 
like the challenge of the project. Besides, I love this 
house.” 

“I’m sure you must,” she said, pointedly. “And you 
must expect to remain here a long time to get all the 
renovations completed.” 

“That depends,” he said. “You must come into the 
drawing room and have a sherry.” 

“Thank you,” she said. 
The elegantly appointed and paneled drawing room 

had been the first room to be completely restored. He 
indicated the cut-glass chandelier with its array of flicker¬ 
ing candles throwing a soft yet satisfying light over the 
room. 

“Can you imagine anything more romantic than candle¬ 
light?” he asked her. 

“It is lovely.” 
Barnabas indicated a high-backed chair. “Make your¬ 

self comfortable, dear lady, while I get the wine.” He 
moved to the sideboard as she sat down. “I’m surprised 
you dare venture out so close to dark by yourself. After 
the tragedy of Carolyn’s death, not to mention that of 
Nancy Hodiak, I’d think you’d be terrified.” 

“My training has taught me not to give way to fear,” 
Julia said. 

Barnabas had poured sherry from a dusty bottle into 
two exquisite tiny wine glasses. Now he handed one to 
her with an amused expression on his gaunt, attractive 
face. “I forgot about your being a doctor.” 

She took the glass and looked up at him pleasantly. 
“But you mustn’t,” she protested. “It is one of the most 
important things about me. My character has been molded 
by my training.” 

“Try the wine,” Barnabas said. “I think you will 
approve.” 

She took a sip of it. “Dry! Lovely!” 
“An ancient vintage,” he said. “I found some in the 

cellars here. This old place is a treasure house.” 
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Taking another sip of the wine, she said, “I hope you 
don’t resent my intruding this way.” 

“You came at an opportune time,” he said. 
She looked up into his deep-set eyes. “I felt it wouldn’t 

do any good to arrive earlier.” 
He showed no reaction to her words. He was the 

epitome of an urbane, civilized man. Moving to a spot 
before the fireplace he stood with his wine glass in hand 
studying her. 

“No,” he said. “You would not have found me 
earlier.” And then he added, “I have an idea you are 
a rather complex person, Dr. Hoffman.” 

She smiled. “You may call me Julia. All my friends 
do.” 

“And I should like to be regarded as a friend. So let 
me be Barnabas to you.” 

“Agreed,” she said. “It’s strange you should describe 
me as complex. I have been having exactly the same 
thoughts about you.” 

He raised his eyebrows. “Few of us are as simple as 
we appear on the surface. Life shapes us, molding the 
good and evil.” 

“We do have our good and our evil sides, don’t we?” 
Julia agreed, looking at him earnestly from her chair. 

“All of us.” 
She said, “The tragedy is when we allow the evil in 

us to dominate our actions.” 
Barnabas looked bleak. “There are times when one 

has no choice.” 
“I disagree,” Julia said. “There must always be a 

choice.” 
“Your experience is somewhat limited,” he said with 

irony. “Forgive my disagreeing. But I have lived much 
longer than you. I know many things which you cannot 
have encountered.” 

“Still, you shouldn’t allow yourself to become cynical 
or despairing,” the woman doctor warned him. “You 
mustn’t be like the man Ambrose Bierce wrote of, who 
‘damned his fellows for his own unworth, And, bad him¬ 
self, thought nothing good on earth.’ Remember that?” 

Barnabas smiled grimly. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard 
it before. But I can tell you that there are persons con- 
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demned to a life of evil who would fight against it if they 
knew of a way. Those who claim it is easy to be evil 
are entirely wrong. It is much easier to be good.” 

“Your philosophical views amaze me, Barnabas,” 
Julia Hoffman said. “I have looked on you as a cynical 
sophisticate from London.” 

“As you suggested, none of us are as one-dimensional 
as we may seem,” he told her. 

She put aside her empty wine glass. “I feel I under¬ 
stand you a lot better for this short conversation.” 

“And I, you,” he said. “Would you care for more 
wine?” 

“Thank you, no,” she said. 
He studied her with those deep-set eyes. “What can 

I do for you, Doctor?” 
She met his gaze with an earnest one of her own. 

“The question is, what can / do for you” 
He frowned. “I don’t understand.” 
Julia stood up. “Perhaps this will help you to under¬ 

stand.” And she reached into her purse and removed a 
cross. She held it up before him in a dramatic fashion. 
His face suddenly took on a tortured expression and he 
at once turned his back on the cross, and on her. 

In a strained voice, he said, “So you know.” 
“Yes.” 
“How long?” 
“Since the evening you came to pay your condolences.” 
He sighed. “You were very brave to come here, Doctor. 

Please put that cross away.” 
“I will if you will promise me my safety. I must talk 

to you.” 
“You need have no fear of me,” he said. 
“I’d like to be your friend,” she said, putting the cross 

back in her purse. 
Barnabas turned to her with a sad look on his gaunt, 

sallow face. “Now I understand all your talk about good 
and evil.” 

“I said those things because I believe you want to be 
a good man, Barnabas,” she told him gravely. 

“Thank you,” he said with irony. “It’s not often I’m 
given the benefit of the doubt.” 
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“In your present state you might live forever,” she 
said. “You might transform yourself into the form of a 
bat and even somehow escape the stake and mallet treat¬ 
ment Dr. Stokes gave poor Carolyn. But no matter how 
you elude justice, you will always remain a tormented 
soul.” 

He spread his hands. “I would be the last to deny that.” 
“What would you say if I told you I could change you? 

Transform you into a normal human being?” 
He stared at her. “I’d say you were crazy. A crazy 

dreamer!” 
Julia spoke earnestly, “Listen to me. I’ve done a great 

amount of research in the past month on blood samples 
of your victims. I’ve learned that you carry in your blood¬ 
stream a very destructive cell.” 

“You are serious?” he asked tensely. 
“Quite serious,” she assured him. 
“Go on.” 
“I’m convinced that the existence of this cell keeps 

you the way you are. If the cell could be eliminated, I 
believe you’d be able to live a perfectly normal life.” 

Barnabas was staring at her. “This is amazing! Tell 
me more!” 

Julia smiled. “I’ve conducted experiments on isolated 
samples of the cell and the results were successful.” 

His deep-set eyes were fixed on her. “You give me 
hope.” 

“I want to.” 
“But you should despise me! Hate me! Run from me 

in fear,” he protested. 
“I don’t feel that way about you at all.” 
He gave a deep sigh, seeming stunned. “I don’t know 

whether you’re sincere or mad.” 
“If I weren’t sincere, if I had no belief in you, I never 

would have come here.” 
“No?” 
“No. Why would I deliberately place my own life in 

danger?” 
“You took that risk when you knocked on my door.” 
“Because I think you deserve another chance,” she 

said quietly. 
“I have lost hope that such a chance is possible.” 
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“You aren’t resigned to being one of the living dead, 
are you? You would like to live a normal life, wouldn’t 
you?” 

“Do you think anyone could enjoy an existence like 
this? To roam the world by night, shut off from all you 
love? To be a thing of evil, hated by everyone caught 
in your shadow?” 

“Then you do want to escape your curse,” she said. 
“I do!” 
“Then give me a chance to conduct this experiment 

on you.” J 
He turned away from her. “I don’t deserve your help.” 
“Let me be the judge of that.” 
“I sacrificed Carolyn. My own flesh and blood. Eliza¬ 

beth’s daughter.” 
Julia said, “Because you couldn’t help yourself.” 
“Her death is still on my head,” he said, his fists 

clenched as he was tormented by the thought. 
“That is past. We mustn’t think about it.” 
He looked at her again. “You’re a very generous 

woman.” 
“Not really. But I am a doctor.” 
“And?” 
“I’ve sworn an oath to dedicate myself to the healing 

art and make no exceptions.” 
Barnabas, smiling bitterly, quoted the Hippocratic 

oath: “I will use treatment to help the sick according 
to my ability and judgment. But never with a view to 
injury or wrongdoing. And whatsoever I shall see or 
hear in the course of my profession, if it be what should 
not be published abroad, I will never divulge, holding 
such things to be holy secrets.” 

“You have an excellent memory,” she complimented 
him quietly. 

“And so many things to remember,” he said in a sad 
voice. ' 

“You are a challenge to me. One I cannot resist. I’m 
confident I will succeed.” 

“What if you fail?” 
She shrugged. “You should be no worse off than you 

are now.” 
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“You misunderstood me,” he said. “I’m thinking of 
what such a failure might do to you, not what its effect 
would be on me.” 

“How interesting,” she said. 
“Well?” He waited for her reply. 
“I would go on seeking a cure for,your condition. I 

wouldn’t be discouraged.” 
“I like that,” he said thoughtfully. 
“What is your answer?” 
He smiled in his melancholy fashion. “I have not seen 

the light of day for almost two hundred years! I’m willing 
to try, Doctor. When do you want to begin?” 

CHAPTER NINE 

It was Julia’s wish to begin as soon as she could set up 
a makeshift lab in the old house, and Barnabas was ready 
to give her every cooperation. So within a few days they 
started the experiment. Barnabas became more enthusias¬ 
tic and hopeful with every passing day. And Julia managed 
to keep the experiments a secret from all the others at 
Collinwood. 

She came to admire Barnabas more as the treatments 
went on. She had always felt he was worthy of being 
saved and now she had become obsessed with this desire. 
They talked of many things during the successive nights 
of his treatments. She considered him perhaps the most 
interesting male she’d ever met. 

One night as he sat with his coat off and his sleeve 
rolled up while Julia prepared a hypodermic needle, he 
asked her, “How do you think the experiment is work¬ 
ing out?” 

She smiled his way. “There have been a few hopeful 
results.” 

“Can’t we rush things?” he pleaded. “It means so much 
to me.” 
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She came and gave him the injection. “You must be 
patient. I’ll be increasing the dosage as time goes on.” 

“How many injections will there be altogether?” 
Julia put the hypodermic aside. “I can’t say just yet.” 
“You must have some idea?” he insisted. 
She considered. “It may be a matter of months. Per¬ 

haps a hundred or more injections.” 
“Do you think you can manage to keep your coming 

here at night from the others that long?” he worried. 
“It doesn’t matter if they think we’re seeing each other, 

as long as they don’t guess why,” she said with a thin 
smile. 

He rolled down his sleeve and put on his jacket. 
“Won’t Professor Stokes be jealous?” he asked with a 
twinkle in those deep-set eyes. 

She blushed, forgetting for a moment she was a doctor 
and Barnabas her patient, and she said, “There is no 
romance between Professor Stokes and myself.” 

“Oh?” he said. “I was under the impression there was.” 
“He is a typical bachelor.” 
“You never can be sure,” Barnabas said. 
She turned away to work at the improvised arborite 

counter and in a tight voice told him, “And many people 
see me as a typical old maid.” 

“Then they are surely wrong,” Barnabas said in a gentle 
voice. “You are a dear person whom any man would be 
glad to marry. I personally dislike the ‘typical old maid’ 
idea as much as the ‘typical old bachelor’ one. There 
are no such people. To enter into marriage merely requires 
meeting the right person. Those who remain single simply 
haven’t met that person.” 

Julia turned to him with an amused expression. “Are 
you speaking from experience, Barnabas?” 

He nodded. “A long one. More than two hundred 
years. Don’t forget that.” 

She laughed. It was a private joke between them. It 
was good to be able to laugh again. For the time being 
there were no more nightmare episodes taking place at 
Collinwood or in the area. The sheriff had not let up in 
his determination to locate the monster, but most of the 
ugliness had been relegated to the past. They were all 
trying to blot out the horror and live with some degree 
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of enjoyment in the present. Julia felt the probable success 
of her experiment with Barnabas justified this attitude 
on their parts. 

She said, “You’ve told me so little about your life and 
all the adventures you’ve encountered.” 

“Plenty of time for that.” 
“Perhaps you will lose your memory of those things 

as the experiment progresses,” she warned him. 
“Much of it would be best forgotten,” he said, his 

handsome face briefly shadowed. 
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I shouldn’t have gone into 

that.” 
“No. It doesn’t matter,” Barnabas said. “What does 

matter is the possibility that I may be able to go on living 
here for a normal lifetime and end my days here with 
a normal death.” 

She studied his melancholy yet attractive face. “That 
really is terribly important to you, isn’t it?” 

“After being one of the living dead for two hundred 
years there is nothing I want more,” Barnabas said. “I 
love this place and I’d like to remain here.” 

“Let’s hope you’ll be able to,” Julia said quietly. 
“If the experiment fails,” Barnabas said with a fur¬ 

rowed brow, “I can only hope to go the same way as 
Carolyn. Better to have it ended with a stake through my 
heart than to continue as a creature of evil.” 

“Will you still think that if I have to break the news 
that I haven’t succeeded?” 

He gave her an unhappy look. “I can’t predict my 
attitude. It is possible I may revert to the vampire state 
I was in when you first began the treatments. If this 
should happen, please try to understand. And for my 
sake do all you can to see that I’m destroyed.” 

Touched by his sad desperation, she said, “I’ll 'do 
more than that, Barnabas. I’ll make sure the others 
know that you told me this. That they come to under¬ 
stand the sort of man you really are.” 

His smile was tinged with bitterness. “So few of us 
can be sure of what we are. I don’t attempt to say that 
I know.” 

Her eyes were tender as she said, “I know. And I will 
tell them if I fail. But I don’t want to even think of failure 
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yet. I’ve never been so confident about an experiment 
before.” 

And Julia meant what she said. In the month that fol¬ 
lowed she pursued Barnabas’ treatment with a fanatical 
devotion. And it was inevitable that they would come to 
know each other better and become fonder of each other 
as time passed. Often, when she’d given him the required 
injection and made the routine tests afterwards, they 
would wander out into the night. On certain nights they 
walked and talked until dawn showed in the sky and it 
was time for Barnabas to retire to his coffin for the 
daylight hours. 

Julia learned more about the countryside and its history 
than she had ever known. And Barnabas was becoming 
increasingly optimistic about his chances of recovering 
from his vampire state. So preoccupied was he about 
this that it was doubtful if he was aware of something 
else that was happening. Julia Hoffman was falling in 
love with him. 

It was one of the beautiful moonlit nights and Barnabas 
and Julia were strolling back from Widows’ Hill. He gave 
her a warm smile and said, “This has been one of the 
most perfect nights of my life.” 

She looked up at him with tenderness mirrored on her 
attractive face. “I’ve never felt more content.” 

“You’ve changed,” he told her. “In your manner you’re 
much more a woman and less a doctor. I approve of that.” 

“Thanks to you,” she joked. “You’ve passed on some 
of your old world charm to me.” 

“I wish there were more I could do for you,” he said, 
suddenly serious. “And I will, if I ever recover. I wish 
there were some way of expediting the experiment.” 

Julia warned him, “We’re proceeding at a very safe 
pace. Aren’t you satisfied with the progress?” 

He halted, erect and handsome in the moonlight. “How 
can you ask me that? Don’t you know how happy you’ve 
made me?” 

“Have I, Barnabas?” Her tone was soft. 
“I feel as though the life I was living is years behind 

me instead of only a month. It’s such a gratifying thing 
to me not to feel the need for blood.” And as he finished 
saying this he touched his cold lips gently to her fore- 
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head. It was the kiss of a grateful friend, though Julia 
might have assumed it meant more. 

A few nights later after Barnabas received his injection 
he left Julia to finish up in the lab and went into the 
drawing room of the old house. There he removed a 
cleverly designed little music box from a chest and studied 
it with a sad smile. He touched the lid of the box so 
that it tinkled out its tune with crystal clarity. And the 
thin music of the old box took him back many years in 
thought. 

Julia entered from the hallway with her medical bag 
in hand. “Isn’t it delightful!” 

Barnabas beamed at her. “A family heirloom.” 
She smiled. “I’m glad you’re in such a happy mood. 

I spoke to Professor Stokes today. The fact that there 
have been no attacks recently has almost convinced him 
that the vampire has disappeared. And the police have 
lifted the curfew.” 

Barnabas was pleased. “Julia, I owk it all to you! I 
don’t know how I shall ever be able to thank you.” 

She said, “It would be pointless now, anyway. We 
must wait until we achieve total success. Where did you 
get the music box?” 

“It was hidden away here,” he said. “It belonged to 
someone I knew many years ago.” 

Julia listened, enthralled. “It’s very beautiful.” 
Barnabas gave her a meaningful smile. “I intend to 

give it to someone soon. Someone I love very much.” 
Julia felt the rush of warm blood to her cheeks. Speech¬ 

less and full of hope, she lowered her gaze to the music 
box quickly. 

But it was not Julia he was thinking of in regard to the 
lovely old music box, it was Maggie Evans. And a few 
nights later he invited the pretty governess to dinner at 
the old house. He’d found out that Julia had to attend a 
meeting in the village, which meant she would leave as 
soon as she’d given him his injection. So he decided it 
would be the ideal occasion to have Maggie over. 

The reason he offered for having the dinner party was 
to celebrate the completion of the restoration of the 
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dining room in the old house. And considering the mag¬ 
nificent work done, this would have been a good enough 
excuse. But his true motive in having Maggie to dinner 
was to be with her again and to make her a present of 
the music box. 

They sat down to the elaborate dinner at nine. Barnabas 
had spared no pains in having it prepared. Two candles 
burned on the table. And when they finished the excellent 
meal they lingered at the table sipping champagne. Barn¬ 
abas gazed at Maggie adoringly. And her smile for him 
was warm. Willie, the servant, entered the room sound¬ 
lessly and stood watching them with obvious concern for 
a moment before he was noticed. 

Then Barnabas turned to him. “What is it, Willie?” 
Looking uncomfortable, Willie said, “I just wondered 

if you wanted anything else.” 
“More champagne,” Barnabas ordered. 
Maggie spoke up quickly, “Oh, no, Barnabas. Not for 

me. I must get back to Collinwood. I want to be ready 
for David’s exams tomorrow.” 

Barnabas smiled. “You’re sure?” 
“Quite sure.” 
“Very well,” Barnabas said. “That will be all, Willie.” 
“Yes, sir,” Willie said heavily and went out. 
Barnabas rose and crossed to the mantel where he’d 

put the music box. Offering it to Maggie, he said, “I want 
you to have this.” 

Her eyes widened with delight. “It’s very beautiful, 
Barnabas. What is it?” 

He smiled. “Open it and see.” 
She did and it began to play. She listened to its thin, 

clear tune and then looked up at him. “How lovely!” 
He nodded. “It belonged to Josette Du Pres. It was 

given to her by my namesake, just before she died.” 
Maggie was touched. She caressed the music box with 

her fingers. “Barnabas, it’s a very thoughtful thing for you 
to do. But I would think you would want to keep it.” 

“No. I’d prefer that you have it.” 
“Why?” 
He had a faraway look in his deep-set eyes. “I came 

across the original portrait of Josette again the other day 
and I was struck once more by your resemblance to her.” 
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“And that is why you would like it to be mine?” 
“Yes. That and other reasons. Please accept it,” he 

begged her. 
Her eyes were adoring as she told him, “I’ll always 

treasure it, Barnabas.” 
And when Barnabas escorted Maggie back to Collin- 

wood that night, she took the music box with her. Barn¬ 
abas was in a happy mood. And at the door of the 
mansion he gave the pretty governess a gentle goodnight 
kiss on the lips. Seeming surprised and a little embar¬ 
rassed, Maggie quickly said goodnight and went inside. 
Barnabas stood for a moment in the darkness smiling 
after her. He accepted her reaction as a proper bashful¬ 
ness in this girl he had come to love. Then he turned and 
went back to the old house. 

An unpleasant surprise awaited him there. Willie was 
in the drawing room with an agitated expression on his 
ugly face. He at once demanded of Barnabas, “Why did 
you give Maggie the music box?” 

Barnabas frowned. “You know I’m very fond of her.” 
Willie was plainly worried. “You’re not—you’re not 

going to do to her what you did to Miss Carolyn, are you?” 
Barnabas shook his head and in a placating tone said, 

“No, Willie. This is going to be very different.” 
“What do you mean, different?” the servant asked 

suspiciously. 
Barnabas said, “Haven’t you noticed how much I’ve 

changed recently?” 
Willie hesitated unhappily. “I don’t know about that. 

I mean, I don’t care about it. I only care about Maggie.” 
Barnabas was all calm reason. “I’d be the last person 

to let anything happen to her.” 
He was plainly baffled. “I don’t properly understand a 

lot of the things that have happened,” he said. “But it’s 
been better lately. And I’d like to see it stay that way.” 

Barnabas said, “You needn’t worry.” 
“You know what could happen,” Willie reminded him. 
“There is no danger.” 
“I’d like to believe that,” Willie said. “But after Carolyn 

and the others I don’t.” 
“Even if I give you my solemn word?” 
“Barnabas, please stay away from her,” Willie pleaded. 
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“Anyway, you know she’s in love with Jeff. She’s already 
spoken for.” 

“She won’t be seeing Jeff for a while,” Barnabas said. 
“I’ve taken care of that.” 

Willie was at once alarmed. “What are you talking 
about? You ain’t done nothing to Jeff, have you?” 

Barnabas smiled wryly. “On the contrary, Willie, I’ve 
done something for him.” 

Elizabeth had shown dangerous signs of entering into 
a catatonic state, in which the insane person merely sits 
motionless and silent. Roger had called in several doctors 
who pronounced her still in her right mind but warned 
him that the dangerous line between sanity and insanity 
was an almost invisible one. The toll taken of the lovely 
matron by her daughter’s tragic fate had been great. 

At Roger’s insistence Maggie had taken on the extra 
duty of being a kind of nurse-companion to the unhappy 
Elizabeth in addition to her work with David. And it was 
on a sunny afternoon when she was sitting with Elizabeth 
that she received the interesting phone call from Jeff. 

Elizabeth paid no attention to the phone when it rang, 
merely continuing to stare sadly out the window, her 
eyes fixed on nothing in particular. Maggie picked up 
the phone and found it was Jeff wanting to talk to her. 

“How would you like to go to Boston for a few days?” 
he asked 

“I’d love it,” she told him. “Why do you ask?” 
“I have to go for a special reason,” he said in an 

elated tone. “I think you’ll be interested and it would 
be nice if you could be there too.” 

“I’d enjoy it,” she said. “But I can’t leave Collinwood 
now. Mrs. Stoddard needs me so.” 

From the other end of the line came Jeff’s disappointed, 
“I’d forgotten about that. There’s no chance of your 
getting away?” 

“I’m afraid not,” she said, genuinely sorry. “But I do 
want to hear all about it.” 

“Can we meet later in the afternoon?” he asked. 
“Come over here,” she invited. “I’ll be out on the 

grounds with David.” 
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“Fine,” he said. “In about an hour?” 
“I’ll be looking for you,” she told him. 
So it happened that about an hour later she and Jeff 

strolled arm in arm on the lawn near the greenhouse. 
David, enjoying some freedom from supervision, played 
in the greenhouse in the background. This was a special 
treat for him, as the greenhouse was usually forbidden 
to him. 

Maggie smiled up at Jeff. “It’s wonderful news. And 
you’d better get started. You want to be in Boston before 
dark, don’t you?” 

He glanced at his wristwatch. “Yes. I still can’t believe 
this has happened.” 

She eyed him admiringly. “Barnabas thinks you’re tal¬ 
ented.” 

“I guess he must. To recommend me to the Evanston 
Gallery.” 

They strolled on toward the greenhouse. And she 
became silent. Jeff, sensing a change in her mood, gave 
her a concerned glance. It wasn’t like her to be so somber. 

Maggie looked at him apologetically. “Don’t let me 
spoil this for you. It’s just that I’m feeling blue. Elizabeth 
is so unhappy.” 

“I know,” he agreed in a worried voice. 
“And you can’t blame her. Remembering Carolyn and 

what happened.” 
“Don’t,” Jeff begged her and drew her to him. Their 

eyes met in a mutual love and understanding. They kissed. 
But the kiss was interrupted by the sound of glass shatter¬ 
ing in the greenhouse. 

Maggie turned and called to David. “David, please! 
I’ve told you it’s dangerous in there. Now stop playing 
and come out.” 

A shame-faced David emerged from the greenhouse. 
“I wasn’t playing. I was practicing my throwing arm.” 
He went to Jeff looking for support. 

Jeff laughed and rumpled the boy’s hair. “David, why 
don’t you practice picking up the picnic things?” 

With a teasing look David jeered, “Sure! You two 
just want to be alone!” Laughing delightedly, he raced off. 

“Smart youngster,” Jeff said, smiling at Maggie. 
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“Too smart,” she said, staring after the boy with resig- 
nation. Then they turned and strolled toward Jeff’s car. 
When they reached it, Jeff climbed in, 

Maggie leaned on the door. “I know they’ll love your 
paintings. Good luck, Jeff.” 

He looked up at her from behind the wheel, a happy 
expression on his sensitive face. “I’ll call you as soon 
as I know.” 

She bent down and they kissed lightly again. And this 
kiss wasn’t interrupted. Then she stepped back and Jeff 
drove off, waving to David on the way. 

David came to join Maggie and they began walking 
back to the house together. They were near the front 
door when Maggie heard her name being called from 
the lawn. She turned and saw Willie running toward her. 

Willie was breathless as he came up to her. “Miss 
Maggie!” he gasped. 

“Hello, Willie!” she said pleasantly. 
“Maggie, you gotta get away from Collinwood,” Willie 

said earnestly. 
Her face shadowed and she turned to David. “Will you 

please take these inside?” she said, handing him some 
papers. The boy hesitated, gave Willie a wary look, and 
then rather reluctantly did as she’d asked. 

When he was inside, she told Willie, “Explain your¬ 
self.” 

He frowned. “Look, you just gotta take my word for 
it. Because . . . it’s something I can’t explain, see?” 

She was becoming slightly annoyed. “No, I don’t see.” 
“Maggie, you know how much I like you. I don’t want 

anything to happen to you!” 
Staring hard at him, she demanded, “So what do you 

think is going to happen to me?” 
“I can’t say. Please believe me. That’s all!” 
She sighed. “Willie, I appreciate all this sudden con¬ 

cern for my safety, but it doesn’t seem to make any 
sense.” 

Willie hesitated, then asked, “You seeing Barnabas 
tonight?” 

“Yes, I am. And unless you tell me what’s bothering 
you, I’ve got to go in. I have a lot of work to do.” 
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He stared at her with troubled eyes. “It’s hard for me 
to explain,” he muttered. 

“So it seems,” she said impatiently. “What is this big 
secret?” 

“Nothing, Maggie, nothing,” he said with despair. 
She gave him a disgusted look. “I don’t think it’s very 

nice of you, trying to scare me without any good reason. 
Willie, I’ll never understand you!” And she turned and 
went quickly into the house. 

Willie stood staring after her in despair. 
The unhappy servant couldn’t get the danger out of 

his mind. So he at once hitched a drive into Collinsport 
where he sought out Professor Stokes. He had no luck 
in locating the professor at first. And then he found him 
on the Main Street. The village was filled with tourists. 
And many of the passers-by on the steep Main Street 
stared at the professor and Willie with curious glances. 
The two made an unlikely duo, with Willie visibly upset 
and the pompous Stokes showing anger. 

The professor glared at the unfortunate Willie. “For 
God’s sake, man, get hold of yourself and try to make 
some sense!” 

A terrified Willie faced him, trembling. He said, “He’s 
going to do the same thing to Maggie he did to Carolyn. 
He’s going to make her a vampire.” 

Stokes was startled. His eyebrows lifted. “Who is?” 
Willie made no reply. He just gulped. 
Professor Stokes exclaimed, “Speak up,' man!” 
Willie sighed and then slowly told him, “Barnabas 

Collins.” 
Professor Stokes looked at him as if he were mad. 

That night Barnabas took Maggie to dinner at the Col¬ 
linsport Inn. He was spending more of his evenings in 
the village than ever before. And on this particular night 
the hotel dining room was filled with other guests. They 
had a table near a fireplace and more than once she 
stared at it with sad eyes. 

Barnabas finally asked her, “Are you going to tell me 
what’s been bothering you all evening?” 
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She looked at him apologetically. “Has it been so 
obvious?” 

“I sensed something was wrong from the moment you 
joined me,” he said. 

She attempted a smile. “Have you gotten to know me 
better than I thought you had?” 

Barnabas said, “I think anyone could see you’ve been 
bothered tonight. What is it, Maggie?” 

She sighed and hesitated. Then she said, “This after¬ 
noon, Willie Loomis came to see me. I know there are 
times when Willie seems not to be all there. But he was 
so concerned about me. Even frightened.” 

Barnabas’ handsome face showed dramatic shock. “Did 
he tell you why he was so concerned?” he inquired in 
a taut voice. 

Maggie frowned slightly. “He just kept saying I was 
in some kind of danger. But I couldn’t get him to explain 
what he was talking about! What’s been troubling me 
is the feeling that he was completely sincere.” 

Barnabas seemed to have recovered from his surprise. 
In a calm tone, he said, “But that, of course, doesn’t 
make him right, does it?” 

“No.” 
“You see, Willie is very fond of you,” Barnabas went 

on to explain in his easy way. “In light of the recent 
tragedies I’m sure he began to imagine that something 
might happen to you. Doesn’t that make sense?” 

“Yes, I guess so,” she said, partly convinced. 
“So you see there is no reason for you to be disturbed.” 
“I’m afraid I was silly about it,” she apologized. “I 

shouldn’t have mentioned it at all.” 
Barnabas smiled. “I’m glad you did, if you were both¬ 

ered by it.” 
“I was bothered,” she admitted. 
“No harm done.” 
“I’m sorry, Barnabas,” she said. “We’ve had a lovely 

evening. I don’t want to spoil it with my nonsense.” 
“You mustn’t feel like that,” Barnabas said expansively, 

pouring her some champagne and then refilling his own 
glass. 

“You’re so wonderful and understanding,” she said, 
her eyes bright with admiration for him. 
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“I want you to enjoy yourself,” he told her raising his 
glass. 

“I am,” she assured him, her glass in hand. 
“Why don’t we at least drink a toast to Willie,” Barn¬ 

abas suggested. “To Willie! For being so considerate of 
your safety.” 

Maggie raised her glass and smiled at him. 
Barnabas was careful to hide his seething emotions for 

the balance of the evening. They talked of Jeff and the 
success he was having at the art show in Boston. Maggie 
again thanked Barnabas for all he had done for the young 
artist. 

“He is talented,” Barnabas told her. “And he is your 
friend. Those were reasons enough for my interest in him.” 

“You’re too generous, Barnabas,” she said, warmly 
grateful. 

He took her home to Collinwood and they kissed good¬ 
night. Barnabas noted that she twisted her head so that 
his lips touched her cheek rather than her lips. He put it 
down to her distress at Willie’s remarks. And so when 
he left her he was furious at his servant’s stupid inter¬ 
ference. 

Barnabas strode toward the old house, formidable in 
his anger. His caped coat stood out against the moonlight 
and the black cane swung in his hand. He reached the 
entrance of the house and flung the door open and 
strode in. He went to the stairs. 

In an angry voice Barnabas called out, “Willie! Willie!” 
After .a moment an uneasy Willie showed himself at 

the top of the stairs and came scurrying down. “Hello, 
Barnabas,” he faltered. “You’re back kind of early, ain’t 
you?” 

Barnabas, his face contorted with rage, made no reply 
but clutched his servant by the throat! 
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CHAPTER TEN 

Willie tried to struggle free of Barnabas as he screamed, 
“No! Barnabas! No!” 

Barnabas tightened his hold on him viciously as he 
raged, “You went to her and tried to warn her about me! 
You betrayed me, Willie!” 

Fearful for his life, Willie pleaded, “No! I never men¬ 
tioned your name, Barnabas! I swear I didn’t!” 

“Traitor!” He hurled the hapless servant to the floor 
and then raised the shining black cane with the silver 
wolfs head over him. 

Willie held up his hands to protect himself as he cow¬ 
ered on the floor. “Please, Barnabas! Pity!” 

“You showed none for me!” Barnabas snapped back. 
And he brought the cane down sharply. 

It came down again and again, flailing Willie relent¬ 
lessly. The servant screamed with pain each time the cane 
found its mark. Barnabas kept the attack up, his face 
dark with rage. 

Willie sobbed, “I can’t take any more!” 
Barnabas struck him again. “You tried to send her 

away from me!” 
“Barnabas, stop, please,” Willie pleaded weakly. 
He hesitated, the cane poised. “Who else did you talk 

to, Willie?” 
Willie crawled away from him, whimpering incoher¬ 

ently. 
“Who else did you talk to?” Barnabas thundered. He 

moved toward him, holding the cane high, ready to 
deliver a lethal blow. Willie was shaking so badly he 
was barely able to speak. He made a gesture of weak 
misery. 

Then he stammered, “Professor Stokes!” 
“You fool!” Barnabas hissed and viciously brought the 

cane down across Willie’s face. There was the pulpy sound 
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of flesh being crushed as blood spurted over Willie’s face 
and he lay there motionless. 

Barnabas stood staring at him a moment, the cane still 
high in his hand. He staggered slightly, his handsome 
sallow face becoming ashen. Staring at the bloody face 
of his servant with horror, he lowered the cane. Now he 
was at last realizing what he had done. 

“Willie!” he said in a broken voice. Then, “Oh, my 
God! What will happen to me now!” He turned away 
from the hideous sight on the floor and panic crossed his 
gaunt countenance. And he shrieked out the name of the 
one who still offered him his only hope. “Julia!” 

It was fairly early the following day that the stout 
Professor Stokes made his way to the old house. He 
mounted the steps with a frown on his florid face and 
knocked on the door. Then he stood there rather impa¬ 
tiently waiting for it to be answered. 

After what seemed an interminable time the door was 
opened a crack and Willie peered out from the shadowed 
hallway. T. Eliot Stokes was unable to see the servant’s 
face clearly. 

“What do you want, Professor?” Willie asked uneasily. 
Professor Stokes frowned. “What do I want? To come 

in, of course.” 
“Well, if it’s Barnabas you want to see, he ain’t here.” 
The professor said soberly, “Willie, what is the meaning 

of this?” 
Willie looked terrified. “Of what, Professor?” 
“You know very well. The things you told me yester¬ 

day.” 
“Oh, yeah,” Willie said vaguely. 
“Were they true?” he demanded. 
“I don’t rightly remember,” Willie said, still not open¬ 

ing the door further and keeping hidden in the shadows 
behind it. 

“You knew I’d be here this morning.” 
“Not exactly,” Willie said. 
Stokes said, “Not after the weird things you insisted on 

telling me?” 
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“Oh, yeah,” Willie murmured unhappily. “The things 
I said to you yesterday afternoon. I guess maybe I owe 
you an apology.” 

“For what?” 
Willie hedged. “Well, you see, I was kind of drunk when 

I saw you and, well, I just didn’t know what I was talking 
about. I’m sorry, Professor.” 

“Something is wrong,” the professor said sternly and 
he shoved the door open. 

Willie turned from him and ran into the protection of 
the dark Shadows of the foyer. “You oughtn’t to have 
done that,” he protested. 

“One minute,” Stokes said, following him and catching 
him by the arm. 

“Lemme go!” Willie begged. 
Stokes turned him around and for the first time saw his 

battered and bruised face. It shocked him so that he let 
out a low exclamation and stepped back in revulsion. 

“My God, Willie! Barnabas did this to you, didn’t he?” 
A voice came from the head of the stairs. “Did what, 

Professor Stokes?” Barnabas was standing on the landing 
and began coming downstairs. Willie gaped in shocked 
terror, unprepared for the appearance of his master at 
this time. Professor Stokes was also amazed. 

Barnabas approached them. “Well, Professor?” he asked 
mockingly, his handsome face a mask of arrogance. 

“This is impossible,” Stokes stammered. “Quite im¬ 
possible!” 

“What is impossible?” 
Stokes had turned a violent purple. He waved impa¬ 

tiently. “You know very well what I mean.” 
“I fear I don’t,” Barnabas said in his most British way. 
Professor Stokes expostulated, “Are you going to tell 

me you are accustomed to the light of day and expect 
me to believe it?” 

“I’m standing here in daylight,” Barnabas said. 
“It has to be some swindle,” Stokes snapped. 
“Why?” 
“I’ve already said. I don’t believe it!” 
Barnabas was all assurance. “But why wouldn’t you 

believe it?” 

121 



“I happen to know better.” Stokes was regaining some 
of the calm he’d lost. 

Barnabas’ deep-set eyes bored into him. “What exactly 
is it you know?” 

Stokes met his gaze unflinchingly. Despite his occasional 
pomposity, he had both intellect and courage. “I had my 
suspicions even before Willie came to me. But of course 
a man can’t be considered guilty on suspicion alone!” 

“Guilty of what?” Barnabas asked coldly. 
There was a moment of silence. Then Professor Stokes 

replied in a firm tone, “Guilty of vampirism, Mr. Collins.” 
Barnabas lost none of his arrogance because of the 

accusation. “You’ll be making a serious mistake if you 
pursue this, Professor,” he warned. “As the leading au¬ 
thority in this case, you are the one who has made it 
patently clear to everyone that a vampire cannot exist in 
the light of day!” 

Professor Stokes looked momentarily flustered. “There 
is a trick to your being here now.” 

“Prove it.” 
“I don’t know how you managed to accomplish this,” 

Stokes said, “but I promise you, Mr. Collins, I shall find 
out.” And with that he made a dignified exit. 

Barnabas stood in the shadowed hallway. Now that 
he was alone except for Willie a great deal of the assurance 
had drained from him. The shoulders bearing the caped 
coat slumped as he turned to vanish in the dark depths of 
the house he loved. 

Julia Hoffman spent several hours of her day in the 
research lab she’d set up at Collinwood. This lab was 
much more elaborate and better equipped than the fairly 
simple one she’d established in a bathroom of the old 
house to give Barnabas his treatments. She’d also been 
allotted a room of her own at Collinwood, where she 
often worked at her files and took care of correspondence. 

She was busy at her desk when the door of her room 
suddenly flew open and T. Eliot Stokes came striding 
angrily in. She stared at his purplish face with surprise. 

“Eliot!” she gasped. 
“Forgive this intrusion.” 
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“I’m glad to see you.” 
. He mopped his temples with a white handkerchief and 
put it away again. “I had to have a talk with you without 
delay.” 

She was on her feet facing him. “About what?” 
His eyes met hers. “Can’t you guess?” 
“I’m afraid not,” she said, wondering what had hap¬ 

pened to so upset him. 
He sighed. “I had considered your question that day 

in the hospital laboratory to be merely hypothetical. But, 
good God, you were really serious, weren’t you?” 

“What are you talking about?” 
“Julia, let’s not play insane games. I know the truth 

about Barnabas Collins and so do you!” 
Julia hesitated. “What truth?” 
The professor went on relentlessly. “You are the only 

one who could have helped him find a way to survive 
daylight! But in heaven’s name, why did you do it?” 

His words had a powerful impact on her. She was 
taken aback, yet she had a strong desire to protect Barn¬ 
abas. Not only had she come to care for him deeply, he 
was the living proof of her victory over the curse of 
vampirism. She was not about to have him destroyed 
when they’d almost reached the moment of a successful 
cure. 

So she said, “Eliot, I don’t know what you’re talking 
about!” 

“Nonsense!” he chided her. 
She was defiant. “I haven’t helped anyone do any¬ 

thing.” 
“Why are you lying?” 
“Besides, there have been no attacks in Collinsport for 

over a month now.” 
Stokes regarded her gravely. “What about those that 

occurred before—and the death of Carolyn Stoddard! 
Are we to simply forgive and forget those, merely be¬ 
cause you are attempting to cure the monster responsible 
for them?” 

“Barnabas is not a monster!” 
He stared at her in silence. 
“You don’t understand,” Julia said brokenly. “You 

don’t know what he has endured.” 
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Professor Stokes raised his eyebrows. “Now I begin 
to see.” 

She frowned. “See what?” 
He gazed at her reproachfully. “Julia! You are in love 

with him!” 
“How dare you say that!” 
“Well, I pity you,” he said grimly. “Because there is 

only one woman he is interested in—Maggie Evans. And 
I warn you, if anything happens to Maggie, I shall see 
that you are held responsible.” 

He turned and left her room, slamming the door after 
him. He started downstairs in a troubled state. As he 
reached the bottom of the stairs he met Maggie coming 
out of the drawing room. He went over to her. 

“Maggie,” he said earnestly, “Pd like to talk to you 
for a minute. It’s terribly important.” 

She was picking up a sweater from the foyer table. 
“Could it wait, Professor?” 

“Please,” he begged her and then he gasped. For 
standing quietly in a shadowed corner before him was 
Barnabas. 

Maggie continued, “I was just going out for a walk 
with Barnabas.” 

Barnabas gave the professor a mocking glance. “You 
will excuse us, won’t you?” 

“Yes,” Stokes said distractedly. “Yes. Of course.” 
Maggie stared at him. “What was it you wanted, Pro¬ 

fessor?” 
He swallowed. “Oh, it’s nothing important. It can 

wait.” 
Barnabas offered him a cold smile as he took Maggie’s 

arm to lead her outside. Professor Stokes remained in 
the hallway, his face a mask of angry frustration. 

It was a lovely day and Barnabas and Maggie walked 
as far along the cliffs as Widows’ Hill and then beyond 
it, to a spot where the high grass and lofty trees over¬ 
looked the ocean. Barnabas was lost in his admiration 
of the beauty around him ... the beauty he had so long 
been denied. 

Halting to stare up at the trees with a light of wonder 
in his eyes, he murmured, “How little we appreciate the 
majesty of nature!” 
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Maggie watched him admiringly but somewhat puzzled. 
“You’re a very unusual man.” 

He glanced at her. “Why do you say that?” 
She considered. “You don’t behave the same during 

the day as you do at night.” 
He frowned, slightly upset. “I don’t understand.” 
She offered him a placating smile. “I didn’t mean that 

in an uncomplimentary way.” 
He relaxed a little. “No?” he questioned her lightly. 
“No, I was thinking the other night at dinner you 

hardly ever took your eyes off me. Today you’ve barely 
looked at me.” 

The deep-set eyes gazed at her with tenderness. “Yet 
you’ve dominated my thoughts all day.” 

“Why?” 
He gave a deep sigh. “Because a great many things 

are changing in my life. My interest in all things around 
me has been aroused.” 

“You have a way of looking at things—simple ordinary 
things—as if they were completely new to you,” she 
marveled. “It’s almost as if you’d never seen them before.” 

Barnabas said quietly, “But you are responsible for 
that.” 

“I am?” 
“You make me see all the world differently,” he said 

with great sincerity. 
“How could I?” she asked, studying his handsome face. 
“I have never seen them in the way I do when I’m with 

you,” he said. “I feel as though I’m beginning life all over 
again. And you’re responsible for that feeling.” 

“I mean that much to you?” she asked softly. 
“Even more,” he said. 
“Oh, Barnabas,” Maggie said happily, and she hugged 

him. 
“Maggie,” he said in a fervent tone as he held her 

close to him. 
It was a moment of happiness and the innocent dis¬ 

covery of deep affection—for the two happy people stand¬ 
ing there in the field in each other’s arms. But Julia 
Hoffman had wandered up to the tower of Collinwood 
in the hope that a few minutes of air and sunshine might 
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make her feel better after the painful interlude with 
Stokes, 

As she advanced to the railing and gazed down at the 
neatly kept grounds of the sprawling estate, she saw 
Barnabas and Maggie in each other’s arms. It was an 
added moment of bitterness for her. Sheer hatred clouded 
her attractive face. 

Barnabas had never felt more hopeful in his life. He 
entered the front door of the old house with the feeling 
that at last he might live again as an ordinary mortal. 
The nightmare of his monster existence was at last behind 
him. He went down the corridor to the drawing room 
and discovered Julia standing there waiting for him. It 
didn’t strike him, in his ecstatic mood, that she was there 
much earlier than she should be. 

He went in to her. “Julia, what a happy surprise!” And 
he kissed her cheek. 

She stared at him. “Are you truly so glad to see me?” 
There was something in her tone that bothered him. A 

slight furrow creased his brow. “Of course I am. Why 
should you doubt it?” 

Julia’s eyes had a new cold light in them. “It seemed 
to me I mightn’t be all that important to you.” 

He spread his hands. “Whom do I owe more to than 
you?” 

“I see. You are grateful to me, then.” 
He frowned. “Grateful? Of course I’m grateful and 

much more than that. You have a very special place in 
my heart, Julia.” 

She was mocking as she said, “But then, you do have 
a large heart, don’t you?” 

“What do you mean by that?” 
She shrugged. “Another way of saying you’re big- 

hearted, I suppose.” 
“I’m so glad you’re here, Julia,” he went on happily, 

determined not to allow her strange mood to spoil the 
moment. “I want to talk to you about my plans.” 

She was coldly staring at him. “Your plans?” 
“Yes,” he said. “I feel it is time to begin making some.” 
“I see,” Julia said. 
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He gave her a questioning look. “Yes, but first I want 
to know how much longer before we are through.” 

She seemed to be less angry for a moment. “I’m hope¬ 
ful that after three more treatments you’ll be permanently 
cured.” 

Barnabas looked worried. “Three more?” 
“Yes.” 
“Is there no way it can be speeded up?” 
Julia was all the doctor again as she warned him, “We 

still have to exercise caution, Barnabas. Too much of 
the fluid in your system could be dangerous.” 

“How?” 
“I still don’t know what effect it could have,” she 

warned him. “I’ll give you the normal dosage tonight.” 
He sighed. “Forgive me for being anxious. I have 

good reason.” 
“May I ask your reason?” she said. 
He gave her a direct look. “I’m going to ask Maggie 

to marry me.” 
Julia Hoffman’s lovely face clouded. She turned quickly 

so he wouldn’t see her hurt and crossed to the window. 
She felt shattered. The prediction Professor Stokes had 
made about Barnabas loving only Maggie had come true. 

Barnabas followed her. Earnestly, he asked, “Julia, 
aren’t you going to say anything? I mean, without you, 
none of this would have been possible.” 

She made no reply so he took her by the shoulder 
and turned her around saying, “Julia, I want you to share 
my happiness.” Then he stopped abruptly, seeing the 
tears in her eyes. For the first time he became aware that 
she was in love with him. Distress crossed his handsome 
face. “Julia, you must forgive me,” he begged. “I had 
no idea!” 

Julia was fighting to control herself. “No idea of what?” 
He gestured despairingly. “That you cared. That you 

felt this way. I thought—” His voice trailed off. 
“You thought I was simply a doctor responding to a 

challenge,” she exclaimed. 
“I suppose so,” he said unhappily. “I also felt you to 

be my close friend.” 
“Well, you were right,” she said. “As to the challenge, 

it has not yet been overcome. Let’s not lose sight of that.” 
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“I’m all too aware of it.” 
§he stared out the drawing room window, avoiding his 

eyes. “It will be dark in a few minutes. I’ll prepare the 
injection.” 

She turned and hurried out of the room, her eyes still 
brimming with tears. She tried to tell herself she was a 
doctor and not merely a woman. That this was a shameful 
display of feminine jealousy and wounded vanity. But it 
was hard to do. She had loved Barnabas and now there 
was no doubt that he was forever lost to her. She was 
saving him for another woman. 

In the makeshift lab in the bathroom she removed a 
small box and a hypodermic needle from her bag. She 
opened the box and noted that it contained three vials. 
She took one of them and began preparing the injection. 
But as she worked Professor Stokes’ words rang out in 
her mind accusingly. Grim words, tearing at her con¬ 
science. She stared ahead of her and saw him sternly 
facing her, and saying, “Vampirism is not a disease, Julia. 
Vampires are the living dead! There is only one woman 
he is interested in—Maggie Evans! Maggie Evans! Mag¬ 
gie Evans!” 

Julia’s face contorted with pain and she pressed her 
hands to her ears to shut out remembrance of his words 
while she closed her eyes to blot the vision of his stern 
face. She was shattered by the knowledge of what she’d 
done in the name of science and for the hope of love. 
She stared at the box with the two remaining vials in it. 
She studied them for a long moment, then impulsively 
reached in the box and took both of them out. She began 
deliberately preparing a triple dosage in the hypodermic. 

From the corridor Barnabas called, “Is everything all 
right, Julia?” 

Her face was ashen gray. She held the hypodermic 
before her, studying it with horrified fascination. “Yes,” 
she called back. 

“Do you want me now?” 
She wiped the hypo carefully. “Yes,” she said. “I’m 

ready.” 
Julia remained with Barnabas only a short time after 

giving him the injection. He was deeply penitent for the 
unhappiness he’d caused her, deeply thankful to her for 
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all she’d done for him. But there was no change in his 
feelings about Maggie Evans. He made no secret of the 
fact that it was Maggie he loved. 

As he saw Julia to the door, he said, “As soon as you 
pronounce me cured, Maggie and I will marry.” 

“Good,” she said tonelessly. 
He gazed at her with great earnestness. “I have not 

lost your friendship, Julia. I* mustn’t. I shall always want 
that.” 

“We are friends,” she said without expression. “Good 
night, Barnabas.” She allowed him to touch his lips to 
her cheek and then rushed out into the darkness. As she 
followed the path back to Collinwood she was sobbing . . . 
for herself and for what she had just done to this man 
she loved. 

The darkness had never seemed more menacing. Never 
had the phantoms legendary to Collinwood mocked her so 
from the shadows. Every bush and every turn along the 
way seemed to hold a threat. A sudden wind had come 
up as if to herald a storm after the fine day. It cut mourn¬ 
fully across the lawns of Collinwood and set the giant 
trees in ghostly motion. 

Julia quickened her already rapid pace as she ap¬ 
proached the lights of Collinwood. She had no idea what 
the triple dose of the serum would do to Barnabas, but 
she hoped that it might destroy him without pain. That 
would be the most fitting end to all the horror that they’d 
experienced. She told herself she’d not done this through 
jealousy of Maggie Evans, but to protect the girl. She 
had to believe that. 

With all her hopes dashed, she now wanted nothing 
more than to be away from Collinwood and its people. 
She did not even wish to remain and see what happened 
to Barnabas. Better that she learn about it from someone 
else. She still loved the handsome, tormented man. She 
always would. And it would give her no pleasure to 
watch him suffer or die. 

When she reached Collinwood she met Mrs. Johnson 
in the foyer. The elderly housekeeper nodded to her and 
said, “That’s a nasty wind just come up.” 

“It is,” she agreed, starting up the stairs. 
“I think most everyone has gone to bed.” ' 
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“I’m not surprised,” Julia said. “Goodnight.” And she 
went on up to her bedroom. 

Once she got there she lost no time in starting to pack. 
She dragged out her suitcase and placed it on her bed. 
Then she began to frantically take clothes from the 
dresser, stuffing them heedlessly into the suitcase. She 
then went to the desk and removed a stack of personal 
papers. She placed these in a briefcase which sat on the 
floor by the desk. Finally she paused to glance around 
the room and see if there was anything she’d overlooked. 

Deciding she’d not forgotten anything, she closed and 
locked her bags and picked them up. She started for the 
door but had only gone half-way when the door burst 
open and an angry, terrified-looking Barnabas came in 
to block her way. She dropped the bags and drew back 
in fear. 

“What brings you here?” she asked. 
“Julia!” He spoke her name almost in a moan and 

his deep-set eyes held a terrible burning light. 
“Go away!” she begged. 
He came toward her. “Julia, something is happening 

inside me!” His strong hands were clenched with pain 
and he staggered slightly. 

“No!” she said, trying to avert the horror. She couldn’t 
bear to see him die in agony. 

“Something terrible is happening to me,” he groaned. 
“Help me!” 

“I can’t,” she sobbed. 
His burning eyes fixed on her. “Tell me what it is!” 
“I’m sorry, Barnabas!” she cried brokenly. 
He dully became aware of her baggage, that she’d been 

ready to leave. He glanced from the bags to her and 
there was despair and hate on his handsome face. He 
sprang toward her and clutched her throat in one hand. 

“The serum! You betrayed me!” 
Julia let out a terrified scream. “Barnabas!” 
“You deliberately did this to me,” he said furiously. 

“You deserve no mercy.” 
“No, Barnabas, no,” Julia screamed, trying to free 

herself from his grip. 
“I trusted you!” he said, hoarse with pain and emotion. 
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Her eyes rolled; she could scarcely breathe as he held 
her throat in that terrible grip. And she gazed at him with 
sheer terror. She gasped, “Oh, my God! Your face! 
Your face!” 

Barnabas reached up with his free hand to touch his 
face. And he at once felt the dry, withered skin. Across 
the room there was a huge mirror on the dresser and 
he caught a fleeting glimpse of himself in it. He’d begun 
to age at a terrifying rate. He had become old and wiz¬ 
ened—a bald, cadaverous freak! His sunken-mouthed face 
became a withered mask of horror! 

The hand that held Julia’s throat had become a scrawny, 
mottled claw. Insane with rage, he placed both hands 
around her neck and tightened his grip. Julia made a 
last feeble struggle and then her body went limp. He 
let her fall and stood over her, exhausted. 

He remained there, a wizened, ugly old man gasping 
for breath, when the door was suddenly thrown open and 
Maggie stood framed in the doorway. She saw Julia 
stretched out on the floor and screamed! 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

In another part of Collinwood Elizabeth Stoddard sat 
in her room. A book lay in her lap but she was staring 
into space with sad eyes, as she so often did since the 
tragedy of Carolyn. Maggie’s scream penetrated the si¬ 
lence of the dimly lighted room, but Elizabeth only stirred 
the slightest bit at the sound of it. 

Maggie screamed again. She was paralyzed with fear 
at the double horror of the motionless body of Julia 
and the macabre, incredibly old and wizened creature 
who came toward her. 

“Who are you?” she managed. 
Barnabas grasped her viciously and stared at her with 

wide-eyed lust. He had reverted to the vampire state 
again and now he bared his fangs. Maggie screamed again 
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and again as he sank the fangs deep in her throat. Then 
she collapsed in a faint on the floor. Barnabas bent down 
to pick her up, intending to take her with him. But the 
sound of the door opening made him look up and freeze. 
Elizabeth was standing there gazing at him in utter terror. 

“Elizabeth!” he croaked. 
“No!” she cried and began to shriek for help. 
The withered, bald Barnabas backed away from her, 

mumbling through his sunken lips, “I will come for you, 
Josette. I will come for you . . . soon.” 

Roger, who had heard the screams from his own room, 
came running down the hallway. At the door of Julia’s 
room he came upon a hysterical Elizabeth. He took her 
in his arms. 

“Elizabeth, what is it?” he demanded. “What’s hap¬ 
pened?” 

She was sobbing. “He was so old! And there was blood 
on his face. Oh, God, it was awful!” 

“What are you talking about?” 
She pointed. “Some mad old man! A killer! In there!” 
“One minute.” He left her to step into Julia’s room, 

but there was no sign of the old man. He had somehow 
escaped. What remained was appalling—Julia, all too 
plainly dead, and Maggie stretched limply by the door 
with blood flowing from two holes in her slim throat. 

He bent down quickly to make certain she was still 
alive and then he got up and hurried back to Elizabeth. 
“We have to get a doctor here at once,” he told her. 
“Maggie is near death!” 

Elizabeth swayed slightly. “And Julia?” 
“She’s finished,” Roger said grimly. “Come along.” 

And he hurried her' down the corridor with him to the 
phone. 

Doctor Forbes arrived from the village in record time. 
By midnight he had given Maggie emergency aid and had 
her installed in bed in her own room. He had also insisted 
on having a nurse to keep a close watch on her. There 
was a deputy on guard at the door as well. All security 
measures had been instituted again by the sheriff. Dr. 
Forbes and the nurse were preparing to give Maggie a 
second blood transfusion when there was a light knock 
on the door. 
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Dr. Forbes told the deputy, “Open it.” 
The deputy obeyed him and Jeff was standing in the 

doorway. “May I come in?” he asked in a low voice. 
“Yes,” Dr. Forbes said. “But be quiet.” 
Jeff entered the room with an anxious expression on 

his sensitive face. He crossed to the bed and studied 
Maggie’s pale face and her bandaged neck. She still 
seemed to be unconscious. 

He turned from the bed to the doctor. “How is she?” 
Dr. Forbes frowned. “There’s been no change.” 
Jeff’s eyes were troubled. His voice trembled as he 

asked, “She will get well, won’t she?” 
The doctor gave him a cynical glance. “She’ll recover 

as long as we can keep him away from her.” 
Jeff’s face was haggard with concern. “So that’s how it 

is.” And he took a final, lingering look at Maggie and left. 

Professor Stokes was not an emotional man, not the 
type given to sentiment. Yet the news that Julia was dead, 
murdered by a weird old man, had hit him in a way that 
was new. For the first time in his life his indignation was 
mingled with deep sorrow. 

He realized when it was too late how much Doctor 
Julia Hoffman had contributed to his bachelor existence. 
The idea of long years ahead without her warm friendship 
shocked and grieved him. And he was deeply determined 
to avenge her. 

Carrying a flashlight, he set out in the dark night with 
its mournful, wailing wind to seek out Barnabas and 
query him about this latest crime. He was too full of 
grief and rage to feel any fear. 

Reaching the old house, he made his way in and began 
a careful search of its murky rooms, moving methodically 
from one to another. At last he came to one of the rooms 
which had not been restored. He was fascinated by this 
damp, dusty room with its ruined furnishings, for he 
believed this had once been the room occupied by Josette 
Du Pres. He beamed his flashlight over the walls with 
their moldy, ripped wall covering and at last let the light 
settle on an ancient portrait of a lovely young woman— 
Josette Du Pres. And he could see at once that she was 
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almost a twin image of Maggie. The long-dead beauty 
whom Barnabas had once loved could have stepped into 
the present century as Maggie without anyone noticing. 
It was uncanny! 

Professor Stokes studied the portrait with a troubled 
look on his broad face. It was easy to understand the 
attraction Maggie held for Barnabas. She was his long- 
lost love alive again! The professor sighed and left the 
room and the old house. 

The following morning brought no slackening in the 
activity centered around the old mansion. Police cars and 
deputies were gathered outside Collinwood. Determined 
to capture Barnabas and end the reign of terror in the 
Collinsport area, the sheriff moved among his men, pass¬ 
ing out clips of silver bullets from a wooden carton. 

“What’s the idea of these, Sheriff?” one of the deputies 
demanded. 

The sheriff gave him a grim look. “These silver bullets 
will destroy him—but only if they are fired directly into 
the heart.” 

The deputy’s eyebrows lifted. “You really believe in 
this vampire stuff, sir?” 

The sheriff nodded. “It’s about time we all believed 
in it,” he said, and he continued to pass out the silver 
bullets. 

In the Collinwood dining room, Roger and Jeff were 
having coffee. Mrs. Johnson had set up a big extra urn 
on the sideboard and deputies regularly came and went 
as they helped themselves to the steaming, black liquid. 

Jeff glanced at Roger. “Has the sheriff reported any¬ 
thing yet?” 

Roger shook his head. “Not a word.” His stern face 
had taken on extra lines in the hectic weeks and his com¬ 
plexion was an unhealthy gray. 

Jeff sat back in his chair with a scowl. “I blame my¬ 
self!” 

“Why?” 
“I should have never gone to Boston. I knew it!” 
“Nonsense. Anyone would have done the same thing 

in your place.” 
“I let my ambition come before Maggie’s safety,” Jeff 

134 



said grimly. “I should have remained here with things 
as they were.” 

“How could you have guessed she was in such danger?” 
“Anyone living here at Collinwood was in danger. She 

needed me close by.” 
“Stop reproaching yourself, Jeff,” Roger Collins said. 
A deputy left the dining room with a cup of coffee in 

his hand just as Professor Stokes came rushing through 
the doorway, nearly colliding with him. The professor 
mumbled a hasty apology and then crossed over to join 
Roger and Jeff. 

“Good morning, Professor,’’ Roger said, rising. “Join 
us for coffee.” 

Stokes raised an impatient hand. “I haven’t time!” 
“What is it?” Roger wanted to know. 
“Anything new?” Jeff asked, also on his feet. 
“Possibly. Roger, where are the books of the Collins 

family history kept?” 
“In the tower library,” Roger told him. “Why?” 
The professor started out of the room. “I must go there 

at once.” 
Jeff asked, “Have you found out something?” 
At the door, Stokes said, “I suspect I’m about to.” 
Roger volunteered, “I’ll show you the way.” 
The Collinwood tower library was a fascinating room 

with all its walls lined with bookshelves and all its shelves 
filled with books. Most of them were classics in leather 
bindings and other volumes of ancient vintage. The room 
smelled of dusty old tomes and the tables in the room 
were heaped with extra books which had overflowed the 
shelves. It was a setting to inspire Professor Stokes’ best 
talents. He feverishly located and removed volumes from 
the shelves and brought them to the already crowded 
table, skimming through the faded pages industriously 
for the information he needed. 

Roger, Jeff and the sheriff were all there to watch him. 
Finally the professor gave his avid attention to one of the 
larger volumes. From his intense expression it was clear 
this was the journal he’d been looking for. A heavy frown 
clouded his face as he hastily scanned its pages. At last 
he slammed the volume shut so that it gave off a fine 
cloud of dust and turned to Roger in triumph. 
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As the others leaned forward intently, he announced, 
“Exactly as I suspected. The old man Elizabeth saw was 
Barnabas Collins!” 

The sheriff looked doubtful. “I don’t understand, Pro¬ 
fessor. How could the very old man Mrs. Stoddard saw 
have been Barnabas?” 

“Yes,” Jeff spoke up. “How could it be possible for 
anyone to age so rapidly?” 

The professor sighed. “I’m sorry to say that Julia Hoff¬ 
man knew about Barnabas and was misguidedly trying 
to help him.” 

There were shocked murmurings from the other three 
in the room. And Jeff demanded, “How?” 

“I don’t know,” Stokes admitted sadly. “But somehow 
she was able to make it possible for him to appear during 
the day. But then something went wrong and Barnabas 
began to age. He must have reasoned that fresh blood 
would reverse the aging process. So he attacked Maggie.” 

“So that’s how it was,” Roger said in amazement. 
The professor warned, “But the real danger for Maggie 

Evans is only beginning.” 
“Why?” Jeff asked. 
Roger Collins told him, “We’ve spent two hours read¬ 

ing the eighteenth century history of the family. In the 
year 1797, Josette Du Pres was to become the bride of 
Barnabas Collins. But there was no wedding because 
Josette died a mysterious death.” He glanced at the pro¬ 
fessor for confirmation. 

Professor Stokes gave a nod of assent. “Maggie Evans 
bears an astonishing resemblance to Josette. I am con¬ 
vinced that tomorrow evening, the anniversary of Josette’s 
death, Barnabas intends to take a bride!” 

There was a moment of phantom silence in the dusty 
room . . . the room which held so many of the dark 
secrets of the family’s past. Roger looked stricken, as if 
he suspected the evil power of the supernatural would 
prove too strong an adversary for them. 

That night Maggie remained in much the same state in 
which she’d been since the attack on her. As she slept 
soundly in the dimly lighted room a shadow suddenly 
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crossed her bed. But it was only that of the deputy who 
had been installed in the room to guard her. He gazed 
at her with concern and then went slowly to the window 
and stared out into the night. 

Police were on duty everywhere on the grounds. There 
was an officer standing by a police car directly below the 
window. And in the driveway beyond there were other 
patrol cars. The deputy bleakly studied a large cross 
which hung in the window, then turned and again looked 
toward the bed. 

Maggie hadn’t moved. There was a cross placed on her 
chest for extra protection. And crosses and garlic had 
been set out at various points in the room; Professor 
Stokes had assured the sheriff these were the best guards 
against the intrusion of a vampire. The deputy, who was 
skeptical about it all, turned from the display with some 
disgust and stared out the window once more. 

He missed seeing that a panel in the wall behind him 
had begun to slide open, slowly and silently. The deputy 
took out a cigarette and began going through his pockets 
for a match. Then he hesitated and a curious expression 
crossed his lined face. His long years of police training 
had made him sensitive to any change in the atmosphere 
around him, and he had the feeling that someone had 
entered the room. Someone was directly behind him. 
He wheeled around and was completely horrified at the 
sight of the snarling old man springing on him. 

Barnabas moved swiftly. The deputy didn’t even have 
time to reach for his gun. Barnabas seized his throat in 
his scrawny, mottled, yet insanely powerful hands and 
strangled him. The deputy fell to the floor. Barnabas 
turned and looked at Maggie in the bed. She slowly 
opened her eyes. A strange, longing expression had come 
to her pale but lovely face. It was as if she knew she 
was looking at the inevitable . . . that this had to be. 
In response to some silent command, she removed the 
cross from her chest. Barnabas came near the bed and 
looked down at Maggie. 

She met his gaze and saw his fangs bared and watched 
him as he came close to her throat. She didn’t flinch 
as the fangs sunk deep. It seemed she had no choice but 

137 



to sacrifice herself for him. No other thought entered 
her mind. 

Barnabas was at her neck for a long moment. Then he 
slowly straightened, leaving her limp and white on the 
pillow stained by her blood. A change was coming over 
Barnabas. Slowly he began to cast off the years and be¬ 
come young once again. 

A triumphant smile crossed his handsome face as he 
stood there, once more the charming cousin from England. 
He gazed down at Maggie with a new light in his deep- 
set eyes. 

Jeff had suddenly become worried about Maggie. There 
was no special reason for his concern and the sheriff had 
suggested it was nonsense. But he could not shake off 
his feeling of uneasiness about the girl he loved. So now 
he was moving down the corridor on his way to Maggie’s 
room. Two deputies had joined him, to make it a rather 
official party. 

As they reached the door Jeff had misgivings. Perhaps 
it was nonsense, as the sheriff had said. It might be better 
not to intrude on Maggie and risk upsetting her. But he 
pushed aside his doubts and made himself open the door. 
As he did so he gasped. 

“Look!” He pointed to the body of the deputy on 
the floor. 

As he and the deputies hurried into the room he saw 
that Maggie’s bed was empty. A gaping doorway led to 
blackness in the wall where the panel had been left 
open. Qoe of the officers remained by the fallen deputy 
while Jeff and the other one ran through the secret door¬ 
way. 

Morning had come to find Maggie still missing. The 
tension at Collin wood had reached a new high. The 
sheriff, looking weary and grim, stood before a group of 
his men at the entrance to Collinwood. Now it was early 
afternoon. 

He told them, “The panel in Maggie’s room leads to a 
series of corridors and tunnels that will take you out onto 
the beach below Widows’ Hill. I want you to go through 
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it again. Check all the walls. See if there’s any other 
passageways we missed.” 

Several of the deputies went into the house to carry 
out his orders. Two or three returned to duty in their 
patrol cars. The sheriff remained on the steps and saw a 
haggard-looking Jeff approaching the house alone. 

When Jeff came up to him, the sheriff asked, “Where’s 
Professor Stokes?” 

“We separated on the beach,” Jeff said in a tired voice. 
The heart seemed to have gone out of him. 

“Which way did they go?” 
“The professor and Roger went off toward the North 

Cove area. They ought to be back by now.” 
“That’s sure.” 
“No news? Nothing?” 
The sheriff consulted his watch. “It’s two o’clock. You 

get a little rest.” 
“I’m all right.” 
“You’ll need to be in top shape when it gets dark 

again,” the sheriff warned him. “If anything breaks during 
the day I’ll call you right away.” 

“I can try to sleep,” Jeff said. “I don’t think I’ll have 
any luck.” 

“Take something if you have to,” the sheriff advised. “I 
want you to have some sleep.” 

“How about you?” Jeff asked. 
“I’ve learned to sleep on my feet,” the sheriff said 

grimly. “About five minutes to the hour standing up. 
Never close my eyes either. Then when I’m through a 
job I sleep around the clock without stirring on a feather 
mattress.” 

“I wish I had your knack,” Jeff said. 
“Better stick to the regulation way.” 
“I’m going to my place,” Jeff told him. “You can 

reach me there.” 
“Don’t worry,” the sheriff said. “I’ll keep in touch.” 
Jeff drifted off into an exhausted, fitful sleep almost 

the minute he touched the sofa in his studio. He was 
still stretched out there when he was rudely awakened 
by a loud knocking on his door. He raised himself on 
an elbow and opened his eyes. He was in a daze, not 
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aware of what time it was or how long he’d been sleeping. 
The knock came again. 

He called out, “All right! One minute!” And he 
crossed to the door and opened it. He saw an old man 
in seaman’s garb standing there and also noticed that 
it was dusk. He’d slept longer than he intended. 

The old man asked, “You Mr. Jeff Clark?” 
“Yes,” he said, staring at this mysterious visitor. 
The old fisherman took a folded piece of paper from 

his pocket and gave it to him. “Mr. Roger Collins and 
another fella told me to give this to you,” he said. 

Jeff took the paper and read it. The message was 
scrawled and brief. It told him the two had decided to 
continue their search on an oifshore island known as 
St. Eustace Island. 

He finished reading the note and asked the old man, 
“When did they give you this?” 

The fisherman shrugged. “A little while ago.” 
“Can’t you place the time more accurately than that?” 

Jeff asked sharply. 
The old man scratched his head. “I’d say around five 

o’clock.” 
“What time is it now?” 
“Close to six o’clock,” the fisherman drawled. 
Jeff became annoyed. “Why did you wait so long to 

deliver this?” 
“I weren’t coming by this way until now. Didn’t figure 

there was any rush!” 
Seeing the indignant expression on the old man’s weath¬ 

ered face, Jeff made no attempt to argue with him further. 
“You got another boat?” 

“Sure,” the old man said, sensing a profitable deal. 
“Wait,” Jeff said. And he went back into the room. 

Crossing to his desk, he got out the pistol with the silver 
bullets. Then he joined the fisherman and they went 
away together. 

Fog had come in with the evening, a thick, misty cur¬ 
tain that cloaked both land and sea. Jeff rowed his boat 
amid the gray, ghostly stuff that made the water a phantom 
place. Gradually he sensed that he was nearing the 
shore of St. Eustace Island. He spotted an over-hanging 
tree and caught it. Then he tied his tiny craft to it and 
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jumped ashore. He began climbing up a steep, fog- 
shrouded wooded embankment. Suddenly he saw a pair 
of legs from the knees down in the mist above him. He 
peered through the haze and saw the figure of Professor 
Stokes emerge. 

Jeff drew a deep breath. “Professor, you gave me a 
scare!” 

The professor said, “I’m sorry, Jeff. I didn’t realize 
that you hadn’t seen me standing here.” 

“This fog is bad.” 
“I know,” the professor agreed. 
“You took an awful chance coming here.” 
“As it turned out, I’ve taken no chance at all,” Stokes 

told him. 
“What do you mean?” 
“Barnabas Collins is not here,” the professor said 

with a shrug. “I proceeded on a hunch and I was wrong.” 
“Any of us can be guilty of that,” Jeff said grimly. 
“At least I tried/’ 
“Sure.” 
“I suppose it was stupid of me to waste so much 

time,” the professor went on. “We’d better hurry and get 
back to the mainland. In spite of this fog, I think we’re 
going to have a storm.” 

“The fog usually indicates a calm,” Jeff ventured. 
“Not always,” the stout professor said, a weird figure 

amid the thick mist. 
“We’ll go back in my boat,” Jeff suggested. 
“Very well.” 
Jeff was about to start back to the boat when he re¬ 

membered something. He turned to the professor with a 
questioning expression and asked, “Where’s Roger?” 

Professor Stokes said, “Oh, he changed his mind at 
the last minute and didn’t come with me.” 

“The note said you were coming here together.” 
“He decided against coming. He was worried about 

leaving Elizabeth alone too long.” 
“I see.” 
Jeff led the way down the rough, steep embankment 

to the shore and the waiting boat. Suddenly Jeff had a 
strange, eerie feeling, very much like the feeling he’d 
sometimes had when he was certain someone was follow- 
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ing him. He felt this was just a mood induced by the thick 
mist and the eerie washing of the waves on the nearby 
shore of the island. 

“All right, Professor?” he asked without turning. The 
terrain was rough and it was getting dark. 

“All right,” the older man replied in a muffled voice. 
Jeff pushed on, trying to stifle his uneasiness. He finally 

said, “This is some spooky island. You’d think it would 
be ideal for Barnabas.” 

“Seemingly, he avoided it,” the professor said from 
close behind him. 

“In this fog, how can you be certain?” 
Professor Stokes made no reply to this question. Yet 

Jeff could hear his shoes clumping down the bushes close 
behind him. It gave him that odd sensation of fear once 
more. A kiad of unreasonable panic that couldn’t be 
explained. 

“Professor, anything wrong?” he asked. 
Again there was no answer, though the professor re¬ 

mained on his heels. Jeff halted and turned to face the 
professor in the mist and growing darkness. Terror sprang 
in his eyes as he saw the stout man looming over him 
on the steep embankment. 

“Professor!” he cried. 
But T. Eliot Stokes seemed not to have heard him. 

This was a new Stokes whom he’d never encountered 
before. There was an evil, lustful look in his eyes as he 
moved in on Jeff. He opened his mouth and bared two 
great fangs. 

“No!” Jeff shouted in fear as he stumbled backward. 
There was a rasping snarl from the stout man. He 

came lunging at him. Jeff tried to recover his balance 
and get out of the way. But he was amazed to discover 
that he was no match for the normally ponderous man. 
Stokes was remarkably fast in this new madness. He 
grabbed Jeff by the throat. 

From the moment that the struggle between them 
began, Jeff knew he couldn’t win. He was unable to free 
himself from the monster Stokes had become. Stokes’ 
fangs were poised to sink in his throat. 

“Please!” Jeff managed to scream hoarsely, hoping to 
shock the professor out of his hideous role. He had no 
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luck. But he suddenly managed to free his pistol—the 
pistol loaded with silver bullets to pierce a vampire heart. 
He fired blindly. Stokes froze, the terror of death showing 
on his distorted, pudgy face, his eyes wide with fear. His 
hands fell away from Jeff’s throat and he toppled back¬ 
ward down the embankment into the water! 

Jeff scrambled down the embankment and examined 
him, still trembling. He checked his pistol. It was empty. 
He tossed it away with disgust. He turned and began 
climbing the embankment again. 

There could be no question that he had company on 
the island. Nor could there be any doubt that Barnabas 
Collins was lurking there. Barnabas must have attacked 
and killed the unfortunate Professor Stokes and turned 
him, too, into one of the living dead. 

The eerie mist which shrouded the island was now 
reinforced by the growing darkness. Jeff’s head ached 
as he went up the steep hill and tried to sort things out 
in his mind. Where was Roger? He felt that Stokes had 
lied about him. Jeff no longer believed that Roger hadn’t 
journeyed to the island. But had he become a vampire too? 

At last Jeff reached the top of the embankment. And 
then as he peered through the mist, he saw it! A strange, 
abandoned castle-like mansion, almost hidden by trees. 
He remembered whispered tales about the ghost-ridden 
castle on the island; it had been allowed to fall into ruin 
long ago. As he stood there a flash of lightning cut through 
the fog, spotlighting the building in a weird blue glow. 
Jeff started toward it. 

His progress was slow. Unable to find a path, he 
pushed his way through the woods. But eventually he 
came near the grim old mansion. Moving up to its dark¬ 
ened veranda, he peered in through a few windows and 
then made his way inside. 

It was a vast place. And in the strange light it seemed 
even more so. He wandered through great halls and 
rooms empty of all but broken furniture and other debris. 
Tree branches had grown up through the floors in places, 
and penetrated in through open windows. Even without 
the threat of Barnabas it was a place of menace. A house 
that reeked of evil spirits. 
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He came to a room that must have once been a trophy 
room. The walls still held a number of stuffed heads and 
there were old weapons strewn on the floor and hanging 
on the walls. He was taking stock of these when he sud¬ 
denly saw something which made him halt in his tracks! 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

What he had seen was a body slumped in a gigantic 
ornate chair. Jeff stood staring for a moment; then, as 
the shock left him, he crossed to examine the body. When 
he came close he suffered another shattering surprise. It 
was Roger Collins. 

“Roger!” he whispered to himself. 
He studied Roger’s head and neck. And he saw the now 

familiar two holes in his neck. The blood had 4ried 
around them and Roger was not breathing. He felt for 
a pulse. Barnabas had done his task well. 

“Dead!” Jeff gasped. 
He was again on the point of panic. He knew the se¬ 

quence of events from the other horrors of the evening. 
Within a certain time Roger was also doomed to join 
Barnabas as a vampire. The only question was, how long 
would it take? Would the transition be swift, as it must 
have been with Professor Stokes? 

He had tossed his pistol away. It would have been use¬ 
less in any case. The silver bullets which spelled death 
for a vampire were gone. He must seek out some other 
weapon. Frantically he glanced around the room. Sud¬ 
denly he spotted an old wooden crossbow among a col¬ 
lection of dust-covered weapons on the wall. He ran to 
it. Getting it down, he discovered there were four heavy- 
shafted wooden arrows with it. 

Grasping one of the arrows, he hurried back to the 
body in the chair. He knelt beside Roger, placing the 
heavy wooden arrow over his heart. Holding it firmly in 
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both hands, he gritted his teeth, ready to plunge the 
arrow through Roger’s chest. 

But Roger’s eyes had opened. And the fresh recruit 
to the army of the living dead realized what was hap¬ 
pening and terror showed on his stern face. He opened 
his mouth and the evil fangs were bared. In a lightning 
move his arm shot out toward Jeff and caught him by 
the throat. 

“Roger, no!” Jeff pleaded as he fought to keep the , 
arrow over Roger’s heart and struggled to get the vam¬ 
pire’s hand away from his throat. The life and death 
struggle went on for an endless moment before Jeff 
finally managed to drive the arrow into Roger’s chest. It 
penetrated only a little way, but it was sufficient to weaken 
Roger’s hold. Jeff bore down on the arrow with renewed 
vigor and this time drove it into Roger’s heart. 

Then he fell back, gasping, as a terrifying scream 
escaped Roger’s lips. Blood spurted like a fountain from 
the chest wound. After a moment Roger’s eyes closed 
and he became still. Jeff slowly got up and stared down 
at him briefly. He then moved away, taking the crossbow 
with him. 

He was still trembling as he continued through the 
winding corridors of the ruined old mansion. Its rooms 
held tattered, dusty tapestries and medieval banners. In 
places the walls were damp and musty from their long 
exposure to the sea air. He climbed crumbling stairways 
to dusty old rooms. Then suddenly he saw light from 
a doorway. 

He approached it cautiously, noting there were two or 
three stairs leading down to a large bedroom. As he came 
up to the doorway, not making any sound, he was able 
to peek inside and see Willie tending to someone else 
in the room. From the point where he stood he couldn’t 
see who Willie had there, but he at once assumed it to 
be Maggie. 

Willie left the room and came through the anteroom 
and up the steps to where Jeff had been watching from 
concealment. As Willie came by him, Jeff jumped up and 
grasped the startled servant and slammed him against 
the wall. Willie gave a terrified grunt and then recognized 
Jeff. 
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“What are you doing here?” he asked. 
“You’ll find out,” Jeff whispered grimly. 
He dragged Willie down the stairs and into the bed¬ 

room where a macabre scene awaited him. He found 
his beloved Maggie dressed in Josette’s ancient wedding 
gown and seated in front of a large ornate mirror. She 
might have stepped out of that portrait in the old house, 
so much did she resemble the Josette whose dust and 
bones rotted in some crypt. 

Maggie saw Jeff’s reflection in the mirror, but his 
arrival seemed to make no impression on her. She was 
in a mindless fog induced by Barnabas; no expression 
showed on her lovely face. 

Willie said, “You see how it is!” 
Jeff stared at her grimly. “I’m going to take her with 

me, Willie!” 
“You’re crazy,” the servant warned him with a fright¬ 

ened look on his ugly, loose-mouthed face. “Get out of 
here!” 

Jeff glanced at the dazed Maggie again and said, “Not 
without her!” 

“There’s no safety for you on this island,” Willie 
warned him. 

“I have a boat!” 
“You’ll never make it! Let things stand as they are. 

He loves her!” 
Jeff gave Willie a scornful look. “I’m taking her with 

me, Willie. And if you try to stop me I’ll kill you!” 
Willie cringed and whined, “Look at her. She’s lost 

to you! She always will be.” 
The servant had hit on Jeff’s greatest fear. The sight 

of Maggie in this state alarmed him more than he’d even 
admit to himself. He went to her and she sat there staring 
straight ahead as if nothing in the world existed but her 
and Barnabas. She showed no recognition of him. 

Jeff touched her shoulder. “Maggie! Look at me! It’s 
Jeff!” 

Maggie went on gazing blankly into the mirror, lost 
in that world of the living dead to which Barnabas had 
introduced her. Jeff’s eyes revealed his horror as he stared 
at her. 
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“You’re wasting your time, Jeff,” Willie warned. “There 
ain’t nobody for her now but Barnabas.” 

Jeff turned to the servant. “He did this to her, he can 
undo it.” 

“He won’t!” Willie said. 
“We’ll see,” Jeff told him. “Where is he, Willie?” 
Willie shook his head. “No!” 
“I want an answer,” Jeff snapped, going to him and 

grasping him by the shirt front. “Where is he now?” 
“Let me go!” Willie twisted to free himself. 
“Not until you answer me!” 
Willie looked miserably afraid. “I gotta bring her to 

him! He’s waiting for her!” 
Jeff let the squirming Willie go so abruptly the servant 

went staggering back. Turning to Maggie once more, he 
began shaking her. “Maggie, you’ve got to listen to me. 
You’ve got to snap out of it!” To emphasize his words 
he slapped her hard on the cheek. A dull red welt showed 
where his hand had struck but she gave no reaction at 
all. In desperation he shook her again, and cried, “I’ve 
got to get you out of here!” 

Suddenly he was struck heavily on the back of the 
head. Nearly unconscious, he collapsed on the floor, the 
room spinning around him. He saw Willie standing over 
him grimly, a club in his hand. 

Willie said, “I warned you! But you wouldn’t listen! 
You’ll find out when you wake up. You’ll know I did the 
right thing!” 

Jeff’s lips moved in a feeble effort to speak. But the 
small exertion proved too much for him; he blacked out. 

Willie studied him with grim satisfaction and then went 
over to Maggie. “Come, it’s time now. He’s waiting.” 

No expression showed on Maggie’s lovely face, yet the 
message had somehow gotten through to her. She rose 
like a mechanical doll and in the same trancelike state 
followed him out of the room. 

Willie smiled grimly as he led her along the corridor. 
“Barnabas is waiting,” he said in a low voice. 

Maggie moved silently like a beautiful ghost, not look¬ 
ing to right or left but staying close behind Willie. She 
was not aware of the long, gloomy corridors with their 
shattered windows, or the wrecked grandeur of the rooms 
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through which they passed. The smell of decay and 
dampness did not reach her nostrils. She was lost to every¬ 
thing but the knowledge that she was on her way to 
Barnabas. 

They came to the end of a corridor where an opening 
led to a rotunda. For the first time Maggie seemed to 
take a vague interest in where she was. Her eyes reached 
up to the high, domed skylighted ceiling above her. The 
room was huge and cavernous. High above, along each 
wall, ran a balcony with an ornate railing. Weird black 
tree branches had worked their way up through cracks 
in the room’s marble floor and some of the same black 
branches thrust in through shattered gothic windows like 
greedy spider hands. 

Perhaps in some other day this great chamber had 
been a private chapel, since there was an altar at one end 
of it. But now it was a black altar in this gloomy place 
into which the fog seeped in scattered ghostly breaths. 
And in front of the black altar, erect and handsome, 
stood Barnabas Collins! 

Willie and Maggie were a distance from him at the top 
of an enormous flight of stairs leading into the chapel. 
Barnabas raised his arms and held them out to her—a 
direct invitation to enter this eerie place of lost souls. 
Willie and Maggie slowly descended the stairs. 

On the floor of the bedroom where they had left him, 
Jeff began to stir. After a while he came to full conscious¬ 
ness. Sitting up, he looked dazedly around him and shook 
his head in an effort to clear it. A painful aching at once 
filled his skull. He took a deep breath and fought against 
the dull torture. Then—remembering—he got to his feet 
and ran out of the room toward the corridor. 

He’d only gone a short distance when he halted and 
looked around frantically. He’d left his crossbow and 
arrows in the outer room. Afraid they might be gone, he 
hurried back to search for them. And with a gasp of 
relief he scooped them up from the stone floor. Loading 
one of the arrows in the bow, he aimed it at a chair 
across the room and pulled the trigger. The arrow flew 
from the bow and pierced the chair. Satisfied that he had 
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a working weapon of sorts, Jeff grimly resumed his pur¬ 
suit of Maggie along the corridors. 

At the same moment Willie and Maggie had reached 
the bottom of the stairs and were walking the length of 
the ruined chapel to join Barnabas before the altar. 

Barnabas was as handsome as ever. A tender smile 
showed on his gaunt, melancholy face as he waited for 
Maggie to come close. As Maggie joined him, he took 
both her hands in his. 

“I have waited so long for this moment, Josette,” he 
said tenderly. And he led her up to the altar. 

In a distant corridor Jeff was running frantically. His 
footsteps clattered on the damp stones and echoed mock¬ 
ingly in the vaulted ceilings of the old mansion. He was 
hopelessly confused as to which way Willie had taken 
the helpless Maggie. 

Maggie stood before the altar. Barnabas was at her 
side, his face solemn. He placed a hand over her face. 
She wore a trancelike expression, her eyes staring upward. 

An eerie silence cloaked the ruined chapel. Wisps of 
fog seeped through the high broken windows to mingle 
with the spidery thin tree branches. At the black altar 
Barnabas muttered some incantation to himself. Willie, 
near by, watched the weird performance with fear on his 
ugly face. 

Jeff ran down a long corridor at top speed. And then 
he came to the entrance of the rotunda and halted. He 
stared down into the great, gloomy chapel and saw Mag¬ 
gie and Barnabas before the black altar with Willie near 
by. The marriage blessed by Satan was about to take place. 

Breathlessly he moved to the right and took a crouch¬ 
ing position in the side balcony so he could keep the 
three below him in full view. He hid behind the railing 
and edged along so that he was nearer the end of the 
chapel and directly above the altar. 

Barnabas had placed Maggie on the altar. She lay 
there, still in a trance. Barnabas was standing over her 
with Willie at his elbow. It was a macabre, terrifying 
moment! 

Jeff watched through the balcony railing as he franti¬ 
cally loaded his crossbow. Once he had the weapon 
carefully loaded he raised it and took a cautious aim. In 
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the distance below he watched Barnabas turn to Willie 
and give him an order. Willie went to a table and got 
some silver object. Barnabas was now studying the pros¬ 
trate form of Maggie once more, his back to Jeff. 

Jeff gritted his teeth, adjusted his aim and fired the bow. 
Willie, bringing the silver chalice from the table, crossed 
to Barnabas at the same instant. He had the chalice ready 
to hand to Barnabas when the arrow found its mark in 
him between the shoulder blades. Willie let out a dreadful 
shriek and dropped to the floor at once. Wheeling around 
with a startled expression on his handsome face, Barn¬ 
abas rushed to him and knelt to pull the arrow from 
his back. With a shocked look he stood up and flung the 
arrow away. Then he raised his eyes to the balcony. 

“Jeff Clark!” he cried in a booming voice that echoed 
through the dark vaulted heights of the ancient chapel. 
“Jeff Clark!” 

Panicked, Jeff huddled in the balcony. He was in bad 
trouble. There was something about the voice of Barnabas 
that was overpowering, hypnotic. He was afraid he might 
suddenly become mesmerized by the tormented vampire. 
The booming voice seemed to be enveloping him! 

Barnabas called up to the shadows, “I command you to 
come to me, Jeff Clark!” 

Jeff brushed a hand across his eyes. The dull ache in 
his head had never ceased. Now he began to feel weak 
and ill. He was terrified that he might collapse again 
at any moment. And that voice was cutting through him, 
lashing him with its fury! 

From the black altar Barnabas gazed up at him with a 
look of demonic triumph. “You cannot resist me!” 

It was hypnotism! Jeff knew it. Barnabas was aware of 
his weakened condition and was ready to exert his great 
mental powers over him. Barnabas, the expert in mes¬ 
merism! Barnabas, the master of all the black arts! 

Barnabas stood erect and assured before the altar on 
which Maggie was still stretched out, ready to become 
the bride of evil. From the shadowed altar Barnabas 
shouted, “You can hear me, Clark! And you will obey 
me!” 

Jeff knew he was lost. The battle was over. The chapel 
was now blurred in his eyes. He couldn’t make out the 
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altar or Maggie’s recumbent form any longer. His head 
was aching worse than ever. He couldn’t resist Barnabas’ 
commanding voice. Slowly he stood up and like a sleep¬ 
walker began heading towards the stairs. 

He staggered slightly as he reached the top of the stairs. 
He knew that he was on the verge of toppling down 
them; he knew such a fall might kill him, but he had no 
fear. He was lost in the fog which Barnabas had created 
in his mind. 

“Don’t hesitate, Jeff! Come to me!” Barnabas called 
out to him from the altar in the gloomy depths below. 

Jeff thought he must be floating. He began descending 
the steep flight of stairs, yet his feet never seemed to 
touch on any of them. He reached the floor of the chapel 
and then advanced to the waiting Barnabas. 

Barnabas loomed before him, seeming to grow in size. 
Those burning eyes of the vampire never left his. Like 
an obedient servant Jeff came to stand by the altar at 
Maggie’s head. 

Barnabas smiled grimly. “It is right you should be 
here, Jeff.” 

Jeff stood there staring straight ahead of him. He heard 
the derisive words but they really meant nothing to him. 
He was now wholly in Barnabas’ control. 

“Every wedding needs a witness, Jeff,” Barnabas went 
on. “You will be the witness to this one!” 

Jeff showed no reaction. Barnabas chuckled. “I’m glad 
you approve.” And he turned to the altar, standing di¬ 
rectly over the lovely Maggie. 

Maggie gazed up at him with a tiny sign of expression 
showing on her pale face. Perhaps she was conscious 
that this was the final moment. The grim second before 
her doom! 

Barnabas brought his face close to hers. Then he 
opened his mouth to bare those terrifying vampire fangs. 
He was ready to plunge them in her throat for the last 
time, to satisfy himself with the last drop of her blood 
until she was his bride in death. Until she was one of 
the doomed, able to take her place among the living dead 
as his wife. 

His fangs were on her throat when he suddenly stif- 
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fened. With a frightening, pained scream he staggered back 
from her, his face contorted with horror! 

With a curse Barnabas lurched around blindly, trying 
to discover what had happened, why he was so suddenly 
stricken! And with glazed eyes filled with disbelief he saw 
that Willie, mustering what remaining strength he’d had, 
had retrieved the discarded arrow from the floor and 
thrust it into his back. 

Barnabas said hoarsely, “You!” 
Willie’s eyes glittered with hatred. “Free!” he whis¬ 

pered. 
Barnabas snarled savagely and grabbed him by the 

throat. Too weak to offer any resistance, Willie sank to 
his knees as the enraged and wounded Barnabas went on 
choking the life out of him. 

“You didn’t destroy me,” Barnabas gloated as he let 
the body of the now dead Willie drop. “But I destroyed 
you!” 

Jeff had snapped out of his trance. He sprang at Barn¬ 
abas, and grasping the arrow firmly, thrust on it with all 
his remaining strength. He could feel the arrow plunge 
deep, deeper into the flesh of the vampire. 

It burst through Barnabas’ chest with a spurting of 
blood. Barnabas staggered and screamed maniacally. Then 
he lurched forward as death came to him. He fell lifeless 
across the body of the dead Willie. 

Jeff stood there swaying for a moment. He was spat¬ 
tered with the blood of the vampire and perspiring 
copiously. And his head was still throbbing. He stumbled 
over to the bodies on the floor and made certain both were 
dead. He then rose and went to the altar. 

Maggie was stirring. And as she looked up at him he 
could see that she, too, had broken free of the vam¬ 
pire’s trance. In a frightened voice, she murmured, “Jeff!” 

“All right,” he said soothingly, standing between her 
and the bodies of Barnabas and Willie. 

Maggie raised herself on an elbow to stare about the 
cavernous gloom of the vaulted-ceiling chapel with terror 
in her eyes. “Where are we? What happened?” 

“I’ll tell you later,” he said. 
She looked at him with disbelief. “That blood! Are 

you hurt?” 

152 



“No,” he said. “Let’s get out of here quickly.” And 
he helped her down from the altar. It was then that she 
saw the bodies for the first time and drew back with a 
cry of fear. 

“Barnabas! And Willie!” She looked at Jeff with shock 
on her lovely face. “What has gone on?” 

“Barnabas was the vampire.” 
She shook her head. “Not Barnabas! It couldn’t have 

been Barnabas! He was so kind, so charming!” 
“The true Barnabas,” Jeff said grimly, his arm around 

her. “But there was another tormented Barnabas. A 
Barnabas who stalked the night and sought out victims 
to feast on their blood. Thank God, that Barnabas is 
now dead.” 

“And Willfe?” 
He sighed. “Willie was unfortunate enough to be his 

slave. But at the last moment he freed himself and 
stabbed Barnabas with an arrow. If it weren’t for Willie 
we wouldn’t be leaving here. He saved our lives.” 

Maggie leaned against him weakly. “It’s all too com¬ 
plicated. I can’t follow it.” 

His arm tightened around her. “There’ll be plenty of 
time to explain. At the moment all I want to do is get 
free of this island.” 

He helped her down to the main floor of the deserted 
chapel and they made their way from the eerie place. 
Jeff led Maggie through the cold mist that still wreathed 
the island. They stumbled down the embankment and 
got into the boat. Then he set out for the mainland, 
praying he’d not lose his sense of direction in the tricky 
fog. 

When they finally reached Collinsport safely, he hurried 
Maggie to his car and wrapped a blanket around her 
shoulders. She sat huddled against him as he drove grimly 
through the fog to Collinwood to let the sheriff know 
what had happened. 

In a quarter hour he came to the first patrol car guard¬ 
ing the grounds of the old mansion. The officer stepped 
into the middle of the fog-wreathed road and waved his 
flashlight. Jeff braked the car and put down his window. 

The state trooper came over and beamed the flashlight 
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on his face. Recognizing him, the young man said, “It’s 
you, Mr. Clark.” 

“Yes,” he said. “I have Maggie Evans with me.” 
The state trooper looked surprised. “The sheriff will 

be glad to know that. We’ve been having some night 
here.” 

“Where is the sheriff?” Jeff asked curtly. He was im¬ 
patient to get on to Collinwood. 

“He’s at Collinwood,” the trooper said. “You go on 
ahead. I’ll let the sheriff know and alert the other cars 
on my walkie-talkie. You won’t be stopped by anyone 
else.” 

“Good,” Jeff said, ready to drive on. 
The trooper kept his hand on the car door. “What 

about Barnabas?” 
“You needn’t worry about him any more,” Jeff said. 
“The boys will be glad to have that news,” the trooper 

said, stepping back. 
As they drove on Maggie said, “I wonder what Eliza¬ 

beth is going to say. And Roger and Professor Stokes.” 
Jeff gave her a troubled glance. “I hate to break it to 

you this way. But you have to know. Roger, Stokes and 
Julia are all dead. Victims of Barnabas. He went on a 
mad round of killing when he thought he was going to 
lose you.” 

Her eyes were wide with terror. “Why?” 
Jeff’s face was set in stern lines as he stared at the 

road through the fog which blurred his headlights. “For 
one thing, he was demented by an overdose of a serum 
which Julia gave him. It made him physically old and 
quite mad!” 

Maggie said, “There had to be something like that. I 
can’t picture poor Barnabas as a killer.” 

He shot her a glance. “Were you in love with him?” 
“No. Why do you ask that?” 
His eyes were on the road again, his face showing 

strain. “I thought you might be, from the way you’re 
talking about him.” 

Maggie said, “Don’t misunderstand. I liked him and 
admired him. And he seemed so lonely there were times 
I pitied him. But I never really loved him. You should 
know that, Jeff. You above all people.” 
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His glance this time was hopeful. “You’re saying?” 
“I’m saying what you already know,” she said softly. 

“I love you. I always have.” And she bent close to kiss 
him on the cheek. 

They had reached the entrance of Collinwood and a 
state policeman opened the door for Maggie and helped 
her out. Jeff put his arm around her as they went through 
the open entrance door which another officer held open 
for them. 

Elizabeth was there in the foyer to greet them. “Thank 
God, you’re safe, Maggie,” she said, embracing her. 

Jeff thought it was a good sign that Elizabeth’s concern 
for Maggie had made her come out of her catatonic shell. 
He still feared what the news of Roger’s death might do 
to her, but now he was heartened. He felt the mistress 
of Collinwood would survive the horror of it all to live 
in a new atmosphere of peace in the mansion. 

“She’s gone through an ordeal,” he told Elizabeth. 
“But she’s physically all right.” 

“Come into the drawing room with me,” Elizabeth said 
to Maggie. “I’ll get you some brandy.” And they left 
the foyer. 

Jeff stood in the shadowed foyer alone for a moment. 
Then he heard someone coming down the stairway and 

| he looked to see it was Sheriff Patterson. The sheriff 
came over to him. 

“What’s this about Barnabas and Maggie?” he de¬ 
manded. “And where have you been?” 

“St. Eustace Island,” Jeff said. 
“St. Eustace Island!” the sheriff gasped. “You got over 

there and back in this fog?” 
“It was mostly luck,” Jeff admitted. “Maggie’s in the 

drawing room with Elizabeth. She’s all right. Barnabas 
is dead.” 

“You’re sure of that?” 
He shrugged. “As sure as I can be. I killed him with 

Willie’s help. And Willie is dead as well. Along with 
Roger and Professor Stokes.” 

The sheriff looked astounded. “Just a minute! Take it 
easy,” he begged. “I want to hear this from the beginning, 

I from when you left here. I don’t get it at all the way 
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you’ve told it so far. It sounds as if we’re going to wind 
up with more dead bodies than the last act of Hamlet.” 

“The story is almost as tragic,” Jeff assured him in a 
bleak voice. And he proceeded to give him a detailed 
account of all that had gone on. 

When he finished, the sheriff just shook his head. “I 
don’t believe it! And I hate to think what headquarters 
will say when I file my report in Bangor.” 

“It all happened,” Jeff said quietly. 
The sheriff’s face was gloomy. “Yep, it all happened. 

And now, somehow, I’ve got to get some men over to 
St. Eustace Island. You don’t want to take on the job 
of pilot, do you?” 

“Not again tonight,” Jeff said, with a grim smile. 
The sheriff went on out and Jeff was about to go to 

the drawing room and Maggie when she came out to him. 
Elizabeth followed her a step or two behind with a con¬ 
cerned expression on her attractive matronly face. 

Maggie came to him impulsively. “I suddenly was 
afraid you’d go off somewhere and leave me alone.” 

Jeff smiled sadly and took her hands in his. “I had no 
intention of doing that. I’m going to stay close to you 
from now on. Remember that!” 

She looked deep in his eyes, a tragic expression on 
her pretty face. “Oh, Jeff, was it all a nightmare? Just a 
bad dream?” 

He hesitated. “Who knows? There are people who say 
that all life is a dream state. Perhaps we’ve just experi¬ 
enced one of the ugly dreams.” 

“I have the strangest feeling,” she said. “As if I were 
choking. Take me outside for a few minutes. Let’s stroll 
on the lawn.” 

“It’s foggy and damp,” Elizabeth spoke up with con¬ 
cern. “You shouldn’t go out there.” 

Quietly, Jeff said, “Maybe she ought to. I won’t let 
her stay long.” And he escorted her to the entrance door 
and out into the misty night. 

They walked across the lawn so that Collinwood was 
behind them. Then Maggie halted and stared back at the 
mansion. In a low voice, she said, “He was never happy 
at Collinwood. But he loved the old house.” 
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Jeff frowned slightly as he studied her pale face. 
“You’re still thinking of him, after all the horror he 
caused?” 

She shook her head. “That wasn’t the real Barnabas. 
It was the other cursed one.” She gave him a strange 
glance. “Somehow I feel you managed to kill only the 
wicked Barnabas. And the real one, the kind and charm¬ 
ing Barnabas, lives on.” 

He shrugged. “After tonight I’d say anything was 
possible. Please try to forget Barnabas and think of me.” 

“That’s so easy,” she said with a tender smile. And 
he took her in his arms. 

There was a swift movement in the phantom fog that 
cloaked the towers of Collin wood. A bat swooped and 
circled. Then it flew away. 

157 



A Iso By Marilyn Ross . . . 

BARNABAS, QUENTIN AND 

THE SCORPIO CURSE 

Is the sign of Scorpio the mark of death? 

Terror reigns at Collinwood when several patients at 

a nearby psychiatric clinic at which Barnabas Collins 

is a patient are stabbed to death. Each victim’s fore¬ 

head is marked with a scorpion, the zodiacal symbol 

of death. 

Then Diana Collins, another relative of the Collins 

family who is undergoing psychiatric treatment at the 

hospital, finds a bloody knife in her room. Diana, 

whose astrological sign is Scorpio, is afraid that she 

may have committed the murders during one of her 

blackouts. The fear that she is losing her mind is com¬ 

pounded when no one will believe she has seen a 

strange, wolf-like creature prowling the grounds. 

The only person who will listen to her story is Barn¬ 

abas. But how can he help her when he too has become 

a suspect? 

(63-468, 60(f) 



BARNABAS, QUENTIN AND 

THE FRIGHTENED BRIDE 

Ann and John Hayward’s honeymoon at Collin wood 

slowly turns into a series of nightmares. 

Soon after their arrival, John, who is recovering from 

a war injury, falls victim to strange, violent spells. In 

a fit of irrational jealousy, he accuses his wife of falling 

in love with Barnabas Collins. 

Meanwhile, a series of attacks on her life frighten 

Ann into believing that John is trying to kill her. 

Though tormented by doubts of John’s sanity, she be¬ 

lieves his warning that Barnabas is a vampire. Ann 

nevertheless accepts help from Barnabas—and un¬ 

knowingly becomes the prey to the evil forces at Collin- 

wood! 

(63-446, 60^) 



SEE THE MOVIE—READ THE BOOK! 

65-477 FLAP 
by Clair Huffaker, 95^ 

64-501 WHERE’S POPPA? 
by Robert Klane, 75^ 

63-386 . BARQUERO 
by George Schenck and William Marks, 60^ 

63-284 BLOODY MAMA 
by Robert Thom, 60^ 

63- 340 HALLS OF ANGER 
by Madeleine Shaner, 60^ 

64- 299 HOW DID A NICE GIRL LIKE YOU GET 
INTO THIS BUSINESS? 
by Lynn Keefe, 75^ 

And Coming Soon . . . 

63- 522 THERE WAS A CROOKED MAN . . . 
by David King, 60^ 

64- 521 LITTLE MURDERS 
by Jules Feiffer, 75^ 

If you are unable to obtain these books from your local 
dealer, they may be ordered directly from the publisher. 

PAPERBACK LIBRARY 
Department B 
315 Park Avenue South 
New York, N.Y. 10010 

Please send me the books I have checked. 
I am enclosing payment plus 10^ per copy to cover 
postage and handling. 

.State .Zip . 

Please send me your free mail order catalog 

Name . 

Address 

City. 



Maggie (Kathryn Leigh Scott) and Barnabas (Jonathan Frid) prepare 

for their wedding in the abandoned monastery. 



Willie (John Karlen) is hit by an arrow in the abandoned monastery 

as Barnabas (Jonathan Frid) stands over the unconscious Maggie 

(Kathryn Leigh Scott). 





Carolyn (Nancy Barrett), returned from the dead as a vampire, is 

surrounded by state troopers in the old stables. 



Barnabas (Jonathan Frid) and Maggie, the governess (Kathryn Leigh 

Scott), with Collinwood in the background. 



Carolyn (Nancy Barrett) screams as a stake is thrust through her 

heart. 



Carolyn (Nancy Barrett) emerges from her coffin in the crypt. 



Carolyn (Nancy Barrett) flees from attackers who have trapped her 

in the old stables. 



Barnabas Collins (Jonathan Frid) kisses Maggie's (Kathryn Leigh Scott) 

hand as Jeff (Roger Davis) watches disapprovingly. 



Barnabas (Jonathan Frid) and Elizabeth (Joan Bennett). 



Jeff (Roger Davis) prepares to shoot Barnabas with a crossbow from 

a balcony inside the monastery. 



Maggie (Kathryn Leigh Scott) and Jeff (Roger Davis) at Carolyn's 

funeral. 



Willie (John Karlen) opens the chained coffin he has found in the 

secret room. 



Carolyn (Nancy Barrett), returned as a vampire, comes from the mist 

to attack her young cousin, David (David Henesy). 



Willie (John Karlen), Barnabas7 servant, helps Carolyn after being 

attacked by the vampire. 



Willie (John Karlen), Barnabas' servant, prepares Maggie (Kathryn 

Leigh Scott) for her wedding to the vampire. 
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the first full-length feature film inspired by the char¬ 

acters of the highly successful ABC-TV suspense 
drama, DARK SHADOWS. All your Collinwood favor¬ 
ites come to life on the movie screen and in this thrill¬ 
ing novel about Collinwood’s vampire curse. 

METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER 
Presents 

A DAN CURTIS PRODUCTION 

“HOUSE OF 
DARK SHADOWS" 

Starring 

JONATHAN FRID 
also starring 

GRAYSON HALL 
with 

KATHRYN LEIGH SCOTT 
ROGER DAVIS 
NANCY BARRETT 
JOHN KARLEN 
LOUIS EDMONDS 
DONALD BRISCOE 

and 

JOAN BENNETT as Elizabeth Collins Stoddard 

Screenplay by SAM HALL AND GORDON RUSSELL 
Produced and Directed by DAN CURTIS 
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